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November 11, 1918 -—— Armistice 


"You are all of life!" ile is again peering at hor intensely, though over 


er 
-< a great/distance. "All all of life." His eyes glaze; hers -nesyer 


qutekky~harden. 

"Just get out of here, Red. Please?" 

"In a moment?" he is pleading, "ror I will never again offend you by 
imposing even my love and devotion upon you. My worship! Worship!" 

She so slowly crosses her legs, after a momont sneering . 
"Yeah, well probably the churches are open."" But she quickjy uncrosses them 
to draw them up as he runs at her, sliding the last few feet with his 
hip along the piano bench, ending up with his hand seizing her knee. 
"Tell me something Verna," he explodes. "Please please tcll me 
something!. Please?" 

Gripping his fre hand she states "I would. Anything. If you would 
tell me..." 

"Aint it a new man they want? They want a new man! A man like like 
me, me and...Maxwell.'' This last name is spoken in eye-shut reverence 
but she slaps his hand away and pushes him until he scrabbles backwards 
and then; atand his belly hanging down as he brushes off his knees. 

She shakes her head as if to erase everything. "Maxwell? Maxwell? 
Why why why I've never seen his little belly. Maxwell! Hah! Let alone 
his hang-down thing." She spreads her knees inside the pale blue skirt, 
slides further back intdthe mushy chair. Red kneels again but with a 
thump, then knee-walks between her legs in order to brush his hand across 
her lips. 

"Don't ever let any things but sweet things get into your mouth! " 

She snaps back erect to shove him away, swing at his trailing hand 


and managing to hit the tip of one finger, bepgling it back. "I'm sick to 


death of all your sugar—nonsence too!" 


lie strides around the room, smacking highand against a thigh to relieve the 
pain. "Jiminee Verna, you got some wallop there." 

"I just don't want to hear anything about Maxwell from you. I knew 
you came here to bring him up. You damn cad!" 

It stops Red in mid-stride, but momentarily for he continues marching 
around the dark room, acvaping/iitile dust clouds. Verna shakes her head 

rhymically, 

very slowly,/the cylinders of honey-blond hair falling ever more slowly. 

“Anyways Verna, Maxwell and I are those new men Wilson wants. 
Bet your bottom dollar. And with the world going by seventy miles an 
hour well your father—-why hell Verna and excuse my French again— 
but this" --revolving with his arms extended to indicate the oy 
but staring down at the ‘ako as if her father were rooted there beside 
its brass claws—"this is him!" 

Verna throws both hands to her face, the slap like a tiny explosion. 
Red looks up. She informs him in a quict, measured way, "You...we betrayed 
Maxwell, betrayed him. And I never wanted him anyway. And now I've 
betrayed him." 

His arms crossed against his protruding belly he stares Byronically 
into the stiff drapes and sobs, once, as if practicing for a greater 
grief tater> "Maxwell," he whispers sibilantly, "returns from the war and to the 
loveliness which belongs to him. Rightfully belongs to him." 

"No! Oh Jesus no!" 

"And I," as he is banging his chest with a fist, "go forth—-without a 
heart but with a mind." 

She flails his arms as he starts towards her. "The opposite, 
you pompous idiot!" He stops to stare at her agitation, her chair bumping 
and BOrApING» ea dark blue kerchief flying about. 

Now he ;pounde his chest with both fists, his suspenders starting to 


_— 
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slide down over his knobby shoulders, his trousers bagging at the knee. 

She drops her face into her arms as if afraid; he pulls his suspenders back 
while repeating in grating whispers “the loveliness, the loveliness, ah yes 
the loveliness. thas belongs to hiac 

"And you borrowed!" comes for muffled comment . "You you you you you!" 

She is trying to rise, the roomlight darkening the §tit> tears on 
her check, but he is above her now, making her fall back into the chair 
with a dusty woosh, then flattening each tear with a finger, hissing 
"Don't you ever demean yourself in my presence. Never again in my presence. 
Your purity’ 8 a aaa stream forever flowing. There can only be lovely words 
for you and the ones coming oufof you too." 

But she manages to leap past him, emitting a sort of mangled squeal 
which increases with her distance away. When the piano id eal them 
she turns to face him. "Red! No more horseshit! You're just so much 
horseshit1" Dimples play in cach flushed blond cheek. "I'm. . damaged goods. 
And in this very room where I promised Maxwell I'd wait until he stopped 
the hun! Goddamn hun!" She wrings her hands as if to crush then, 
their reflection bone white in the lid of the piano. 

"You did, Vernal We both age CS, him in hopping pursuit, suspenders 
falling. “"Tt's...where we both waited." A wedgewood plate weretes on the 
wall and he stops to study it. ee met, Wh) h 

"That's the trouble," sighs Verna, ", what we aa én we both waited." 
The plate commemorates Queen Victoria's Diamond Jubilee. Red salutes, 
his face grayly reflected in a wedding picture next to the piate. 


"I salute that returning Roman!" 


She is crying softly into her hands, a few hairs bright between her fingers, 


her hands pale gold in an inclined shaft of dusty light. “He won't want me 


i, 


now. Never 
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"You're wrong. Dead wrong. He is too much of a man." 

She lets her hands fall away fceduae face and snorts, "Then you must 
know more about him than I do." Ked continues to quietly advance. 
“And stop right there and for Jesus God's sake wiil you keep your 
suspenders up? Must I be constantly reminded of my disgrace?" 

He turns his back and walks purposely to the center of the rug, 
then wheels to face her again, announcing while flipping one suspenders up 
that "Maxwell is too much of a man and a noble Roman. He knows !t— 
ae ay the other--"passion!" . with 

A As Verna wildly cries, her head on the massive piano and hair fanned out 

bumpily, Ked peruses the nearly threadbare roses under his feet as if 
some chorus of affirmation would issue up from them. 

He injects each heavy word whenever he can between her sporadic outbursts: 
"Maxwell...is one...of the great...souls...of this or any other nation." 

"Oh God shut up!" She has jerked her head up and is shoving her hair back 
with both hands, stretching her white forehead. 

Red bows. "Your smallest wish is my urgentest command." 

He remains in his bow as Verna methodically shakes her head. 
After more than a minute, with the whole room shifting and groaning and the 
sunlight inching across the piano lid, she turns her face to catch the weak 
windowlight, her dimples all but drinking it in as she despairs "0h 
God Red, when you're ne naked and slobbering after me, you're’ half naked 
and illiterate." 

He unbends with conscious grace, covers both nipples with his hands. 


"I will leave." 


"Do. It makes no difference. I see you everywhere anyway, even in 


that silly globe Daddy brought from the store. You got me Red. You have me. 
Always inside." She leans towards him; he Steps : back and 


» Crossing his arms 
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in front of his chest, glares at her impcriously. "Maxwell! That-thet Roman!'' 
he proclaims in the half—darkness. 

"Then put his face on a coin. I want you. Sliding towards him, 
her fingers ever so slowly drumming along the curved lid of the piano, 
flashing from its varnished surfacc. "It's you I want." 

He awaits her, rooted. "I couldn't." 

"You did." ss 

Red thrusts his palms out although she's is still ten feet_of=go away. | 
She advances more slowly now as if to guarantee that she said all that she 
wanted before she touched him. "I don't want to wait another minute. Why he's 
so noble it'd probably take him years to get around to what you got around to 
right away. The day Max left! One second patting my hand and the next...!." 

Red avoids her reaching honds, takes a few steps backwards until his 
feet tangle and he falls onto a horsehair sofa, his eyes bulging as he 
contacts a protruding spring, his red and white skin taking on a chestnut sheen. 
“To my shame! To my everlasting shame," he croaks. ‘The the-the—the passion 
scized me like strong drink!" 

She is beside the sofa and looking down at him and almost singing. 
"Never mind all of that. I want you, my bird in hand." 

“It, it would be the final betrayal of the man we both love, you with 
the force of a tempest." 

She rolls a slow curl into his red hair. "Somewhat less. 
Zephyr'd do nicely. You marry him. That would be best--if all you men could 
marry each other. , , 2 

"Those" as he compacts his body on the sofa to get his head away from 
her twirling finger "are not your words, Verna. They're from from some fast 
magazine for women or something, thinking the future's going to make them 


like men. Max will lift you above all of that! 
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"Oh your lovely lovely Maxwell! All silence and sentimentality—-— 
and when he does talk he's even a bigger idiot than you are." She siill 
stands over him as his hands fly to his face with a quarter sob. 

"Thank you so very much, Verna. Oh go ahead and hate me. I deserve 
your hatred and that of all decent Christians. Passion held me, my tool 
in his hands—-I mean i was a tool in..." 

She drops to the rug laughing and he assumes the pose of a nude in 
a cooly melancholy study. And when she stops laughing her voice seems 
to feather out of the dark to him. "Oh God, Ked, I used to die for him to 
Say something, anything. He might as well have never left, be hanging 
over there in the drapes like a dead weight." In the ensuing silence 
hoofbeats are heard, muffled and distant. “How I boiled inside for him 
to say anything...anything at all." 


In her sad musing she is unaware that Red ijs again in 


she hears him bang a thigh against the piano, a/noise whi i . 
She rolls over on the floor, stares at the brown, receding carved-tin ceiling until 
Red's head floats into view like a balloon. "I won't hear it I won't hear it!" 
he demands, his face purple, "while he hammered the hun at Saint Mihiel, in in 
in in the Argonne with Black Jack Pershing, don't you, don't you think that 
the world has rubbed off on good ole Max? Don't you? Paris, France! 
Parisssssss France! 'tThose..." he dances an angular can-can, "“parley—vooo 
Fran-say girls!" 

She hugs her knees and Sighs, which he takes for disapproval and stops 
dancing. "Well anyway I bet they taught him a thing or two. Excuse me 
for talking this way, Verna." 

“The war wasn't that long, Red. And I wish that's all you talked about." 


"Verna! " He jams his eyes shuts opening them after a bit to see her 


floating to the piano, then depressing the keys slowly so as to make no sound. 
"If I were Maxwell," and Red must hold his breath to hear her, "I would 

have fudged every one of them." Tha she instantly waves her arms and 

screams at him "Verna! Bad bai Verna!" 

Red clasps his hands together and gathers himself up in what both 
recognize as Maxwell-like dignity. "You," he intones like an aged preacher, 
"are the veritable angel of Wilmington, Delaware." 

Her cue seems to be ‘angel' and she starts banging out demonic chords 
and sereeching "Fudge fudge fudge fudge fudge!" He runs over and throws 

shod his arms around herg but she stiffens 80 ythat he desists. At that point 
she makes a very delicate runbnithe keys with Red hissing, "Your mother, Verna, 
your mother!" 

"She" as the music trills "ig nutzy-futzy eee crazy. 

And I'm following suit." 


And now his hand gently on her shoulder she cries almost silently. 


| "You...put me through too much, Red. I can't t it all. Your words 
Some don't g0 with the rest of you. Oh Fe Ree a Se Wi ) 
You must be going somewhere. Oh God I should have been a boy!" | oa 
lie rubs her shoulders with both hands as she drops her hands on - 
Hex lap. “Excuse my French, Verna, but we're getting old damn fast— 
and if ee was to turn into your old man I'd run right out now and have J 
i. them shat me." 
She whirls around on the bench, her knees high to knock him away. 
"Just you never mind Daddy! Why're you always talking about Daddy?" __ 
"Settle down earify turn into him." 
. "Well I don't want that either. Oh Red why can't you see? Maxwell will 


@) 
—. go to that darn pharmacy school at Pennsylvania Vniversity sae) he! work with 


fag and I'll never get to leave here. Never! Never leave this room!" 
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And now the blotches on his chest Age rust colored as the crack in the 

drapes admits a dim red light; her wet eyes are reflected as red- 

silver streaks in the smeary glass on the wedding picture on the 

wall behind him. Her speech will slow, as if the heaviness in the | gen 

room's atmosphere and ¢he shinaing inevitability -she—has—forescen_—— —— 
ied combined. "Because they'll die. Morther and Daddy will. 

And I'll come back here...from...some cheap bungalow with Maxwell 

acd babies and" --putting her hands under her breasts——"with these 

things twice their size from nursing." Tics run around Red's attentive face. 

orm already a freak of nature with these...pillows." 

| "I wouldn't say that." 

"Then I'll hide in here day and night. Oh God let me run into the 
streets and let them shoot me! I can't die here in this damp with Maxwell 
and his fancy brats. My life is worth more than that. It is! 

Oh Red don't you see what I'm offering you?" 
: His bare sholders twitch alternately. "I got some idea." 
| But then he is turning from her to look full into the drapes, at that 
crack of red-purple light from outside. "But it is properly Maxwell's." 
! "What it?" g$he shouts. "The it you hit innumerable times?" 
In despair he addresses the drapes. "Verna. I told you, also 


innumerable times, words and hints like that shouldn't even dwell in 


your sweet..." 


Sh@i had been rushing at him and now seizes an arm. "I don't 


want a sweet mouth or a sweet anything else. I just don't want to be sweet 


anymore, Red, you get nothing but poop back." 


"Vernal" 


“Verna! Red! Verna! Red! Poop poop poop poop!" Now he rigidifies 


the agm,she had been shaking. 
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"Verna, I hate to have to tell you this: but you are getting the ideas 
of a fast girl." 

"Shit! Wake up Ked, and forget the noble idea absolute crap. I want you. 
I want to be married to you. I love you! Maxwell is a ghost, that's all." 
They both stare at the darkened drapes as if Maxwell could materialize there 
in full uniform. The Red turns away from her to stand militarily, arms crossed 
on his scarlet blue belly, the hand she had been holding him with flailing 
in the dusk. 

"I ask...I ask your forgiveness." 


> 


"Oh never mindthat baloney, Red. You're talking like a book. I We ven 2 
we could do it till the cows come home, and not in this awful funeral. aes 
even out in some field or something." 

With his arms jumping from his belly as if being attacked by some 
stinging insects, he admonishes "Verna! Have you taken leave of your senses?" 

Her tight whispor-in-reply. "Before you leave here, my darling Red, 
you'll have your little will of me andthen convince me I'm pure andthe more you you 
you fuck! me the purer I get. You're crazy and you're making me crazy. Can't you 
see how you're making me crazy? Jesus Christ Red! Let's do what we want and 
not liel" Falling to his knees he buries his face in her skirt, sobbing 
"There have been fits of passion. Fits! I don't ever expect to be 
forgiven by you or by God." His face pressed between her legs, her nostrils narrow 
as her eyelips slowly droop closed; but he is levering up, frog-like, his 
face shoving upwards on her body until it rests on the ample shelf of her breasts. 
Here he must dig it in so as to swing his lower body out and, wiggling, manage 
to get his suspenders to slip off, his trousers to slide to his ankles. , 

The effort leaves him gasping and drooling. 


"You are soaking me! And your asthma!" 


-  colPithny.. last breath...I salute Maxwell."" His pink rear ascends the 
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sketchy light as he simultaneously lifts her skirt. "My hat's off to him." 
Her eyes roll back. "I'd bite every single button off your fly!" 
They very slowly dance aroundthe entire room, stopping when they brush an 
unseen music stand. "I dortt deserve you Verna. He deserves you." 
"You deserve me exactly. Here and now and always. And get your damn 
nails cut. And allow me to get my own pants off please? Always grabbing! 
I swear to Christ you're going to die doing this some day." 
“A n-n-n-n=-noble cause. And pants is unladylike. As a gentleman 
I'll take these, uh, drawers and..." with mincing steps since his trousers 
are at his ankles "p-lace them here over my shirt on this pretty blue globe." 
"You walk like a girl. From the back that is," she laughs, and he 
shushes her, returning, his trousers and flapping suspenders stirring up a cloud 
of dust reaching halfway to his knees. 
"You You. you with your old thing sticking up and talking about ladies 
and gentlemen! You're training me for your lovely Maxwell, aren't you? 
And in every way."" He is easing her down to the floor. "You're his decoy." 
"I'm not fit to kiss your hem." They roll into the globe, laughing 
as it tips and then steadies, blue-black shards of light drifting under 
the clothing. | 
"But that's not what you're trying to do, is it Red?" 
His pink rear flashes up, hangs on the dead light for thought. 
"My portion is poverty and uncertainty. I can't die here belly up like a 
dead fish." 
“Must you always always talk?" He swings brusquely down. "My God 
you're a brute!" 
"Thank you." 
"Now go easier please. You'll break something." But he is suddenly up 


and staggering back big-footed, momentarily tangled in the drapes which 


saat 


send forth ribbons of dust. "Damn!" he chokes. 

"Now what? Good God almighty what?" 

"Tell me something Verna, please. Just one thing I've got to know now!" 

"Of course you do...and in this state. Look at you. You're a danger 
to society." | 

"If he knew about me, President Wilson, really knew, wouldn't he pluck 
me forth? Wouldn't he?" 

"What about me?" cries Verna from the floor. 

"Don't worry I aint done yet." He looks to the ceiling as she groans. 

"I tell you here is a leader never mind the education." He is standing 
between here legs now, tottering since his trousers and suspenders and 
underpants have become tightly wrapped around his ankles; she stares 
malignantly up.at him. 

‘Oh bring that up-pointy thing down here you absolute idiot! In and out! 
Up and down! Wearing holes inthe filthy carpet. You'll burn out before 
you're twenty." 

"Verna! There's there's there's a bonfire in me!" 

"Well let's not waste it." 

“Excuse cm wah as the Frog says." He is puzzling a way to drop on her 
with minimal injury to both. 

Nand no more speeches please please please please please!" He is,though, 
already revolving gravely, still between her legs,pointing the various articles 
inthe room. "You led a bunch of misfits to the city baseball championship, 
kids and old men of thirty. You're just what we need in our nation's capital which 
will become the capital of the world." As she screams, the blotches on his belly 
seem to darkly run. "The woyld is a fire, a fire! I'm burning up thinking 


about it I tell you!" 


"Take me!" she chokingly sobs. 
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a 
"Oh all right !"'-—clumping painfully to his knees; when muffled hoofbeats aren eard 
he adjusts his rhythm to then Saying "I tell old Anderson at the dairy, 

‘Put in the order for trucks now!' cause" starting to thrash "world's 

going by seventy miles an hour! " 

"Well we're not. Slow down I tell you. You want to break my back?" 

“Excuse me," 

"You're oxcused." 

"Thank you, Verna. I get going too fast about everything, I..." 

"Oh God! Oh God!" 

“Don't tell me you went boom boom?" he exhales quizzically. 

But she is flinging her head from side to side on the gritty rug. 

"Where is my life? I want my life. I'm not a silly tart or a precious pumpkin 
either. I could do anything and better than a boy!" 

He does a pushup to stare at her and this act somehow makes her stop 
turning her head to look at him. "All right then," he challenges, "all right 
then give me niggers." 

"Whaaaaa?" she stiffens. 

"Yeah and the worst of the lot. I'd have them building cities , not passed 
out in West Fourth Strect hallways. I'd have white men trying to be like them!" 

Her dark blond hair behind her m the rug is almost the only thing 
holding light in the somber room, and she emits a kindof low-pitched whine 
as he falls down to a climax snorting " muh muh muh." 

There is a leaden silence after the room has stopped shifting and his 
panting has slowed and stopped. "You didn't: feel anything when I..." 

"It landed in the rug." Her voice strangely triumphant. "The rug full 
of babies." | 

"Vernal" 


7 


"Red! You who have already fudged me-more than Maxwell will in a lifetime." 
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And closer to his horrified face she mocks "ian muh muh! Now shake another 
one) your legs and get me my appareils 

In a moment she is tottering, pétting on her underdrawers, and she places 
a hand on his sweating shoulder. "Seriously Red, I'd help with the niggers 
or anything. I would!" 

"A girl?" 

_ "An fooey too! Girls helped with the war efforfhere and in France. 
It shows what you know."" She gives up trying to hitch her drawers to 
get both hands around kted's neck,to hang there starting up into his facc. 
"Oh please my darling Red, save me from Maxwell. It'll be marrying my 
father, the both of them spending all day grinding up powders for people 
to stuff up their bottom holes." 

"I've been a terrible influence on your language. Another reason 
all good Christians should hate me." 

"Oh my God and then Dad'1l dic and Max and I will move here for sure." 

"How about your mother? Aren't you forgetting her?" 

"She'll Ge in the crazy house by then and you know it. Why she hasn't 
set foot in this room for six months—-it's how you can fudge me morning 
afternoon and night. And if she came in by accident we could tell her 
we were doing it for Liberty Bonds. Oh I made you laugh! Now can we 
forget about Romans and glory and the burning future?" 

"No. No laughing. I must...I" as he is removing her hands from in back 
of his neck and is walking then over to the drapes, shutting them completely. 
She cannot see him but can hear his breathing and her own heartbeat. 

"I will never see you again. Never. That is final. I leave here. I must. 
I...I'm sorry, Verna." 


"You're condemning me tc death," she states matter-of-factly. 


And don't tell me that someday I/11 laugh at all of this because how could I 
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bear looking back to the day when I began to die?" She can hear him fall 
into a sofa and begin to cry in whispering shudders which become a kind 
of wheezing after a few moments. They are both silent for a long time 
until he begins wheezing sgaincand that quite abruptly turns into snoring. 
At that point Verna spots the barely glimmering music stand, gets it, 
| ore oO 
/ While he fights for breath ini the darkness she snapiyhis suspeaders 


over and over 
i ; *isf., the noise becoming more and more distant to her. 


hits ae it until he rolls off the sofa afd into an asthmatic attack. 


| 
| 
i 
i 
} 
i 


faraway rustle punctuated by horns and whistles. . 

I was at the trolley stop, panting, watching that car lean excruciatingly 
back to vertical and pick up speed. For some reason I'm attracted to a 
clear white flat-sided gin bottle wedged intothe scrawny network of a privet 
hedge beside me. I must extract it before the trolley stops. A contest. 
But when I looked up the trolley was sgurprisingly large and picking up 
more speed, and I waved my arms for it to stop, the gin bottle still in my 
hand, Peer dancing everywhere. But the trolley was passing, 
jammed with workmen in their brown and gray clothes. "Throw it," someone 
screamed. "Let's see your armi" 

"Let's see your cock!" added a woman who was leaning towards me, barely 
three feet away as the trolley again tipped, her face like a balloon full 
of blood. Mes: leaned out to pull her back, their hands swarming her 
cnormous breasts. A sleepy~looking man had a gash on his forehead, and 
even as the trolley rushed by, dirt floated into that brownish-looking ont 
and glowed like mica. 

A black cloud clamped oom making the rest of the faces blue-black 
rubber as they snapped by. I flung the bottle and it fell short of the rear 
skirts, spraying up a shower of muddy looking glass. 

I jammed my eyes shut and inhaled the burning electrical smell which 
hung in the age the iron smell of wheel grinding rail too. I opened 
them to see tiny blue sparks flying from the overhead frolbley: lange gold ones 


drifting up from the wheels. The yellowish rear growing smaller and smaller, | 


absorbed into a sullen bla kness. 
Once again the séans KONO vtsatene, -and just as suddenly another 


trolley waits at the curb, its door open, the driver patiently studying the 


track ahead. I jump on, still panting and, I suppose, wide-eyed at seeing 
a large freckled hand over the coinbox. I look up into a freckled face topped by 


eee onanen. vo 
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gray hair fringed dull red. "Company treats—-whether they know it or not," 
he announced, swinging the handle to his left which closed the doors. Thenhe 
quietly asked me “How Many wars end on my run? At leas{ the European section 
thereof?" 

He spun the power handle and we lurded off, the rails squeding. And though 
his eyes were stony his voice took on the enthusiasm of a master of ceremonies, 
stopping me as I was walking to the rear. "Would you inquire after the 
wily Jap? Come on back here and sit beside me. I'11 be your guide to hell. 
Anyways, we already got him beat inthe movies. Movies are a great invention. 
Why with his big teeth and bad breath and atrocities!" He gave a small, 
almost coquettish wave as I sat behind him. "Shit!" 

I shifted on the snagging rattan seat. "Shall we talk about the Bear?" 

; in his window; 
His eyes took orlthe dimmest shine/ one whole neighborhood flew by, several 
wide-open mouths at trolley stops. ‘Why not speak of him now before it's 
too late?" I was moving towards the aisle and away from the middle portion . 
of my seat which had been freshly slashed. "I repeat!" and his face 
twisted around over his right shoulder to study me, wrinkling his freckled 
forehead. "Shall = discuss the ene He looked back to the street. 


"Okay with me long's I get dowritown."" I could recognize, of course, 


one of these adults who taught, canaailly sarcastically. I studied his back; 
the threadbare uniform coat. . 

"I'm not going to turn my head around like Charlie Mocarthy all the way 
downtown, whatsay you move over here next to the door. 

"I'm okay. No problem." . 

"But its my problem to which I refer." There was a window to his left 


held up by a strap. He snapped it free andthe window chattered down, 


a hot wind amplifying his thin red hair. "I lock the speed up at its fastest. 


merely seen the same nemaener. picture. ..’-inst | 


Like so. Then..." He removed the power handle, revolved it over his head like © 
a baseball pitcher warming up. "I throw it out this window unless..." 

I moved. He put the handle back on, chuckling, knocked the speed down 
two notches. "You're a genuine hero, kid. Just saved whole bunch of lives, 
no shit. Wait'll we get downtown: waves and waves of pores You look 
scared. Never ridden with a madman before?" 

"All the time." The two and three story houses, sna atl 4 eee 
grocery stores were clicking by with a pleasant regularity. 

"All the time! Hey you're all right. You see humor in prevailing 
tragedy." 

I was enboldened. "It suppose to be celebration, not tragedy. We beat 
the Germans didn't we?" 

"Yah yah yah yah!" He went form laughing to choking and spitting, 
hunched and smaller over the control box, his face scarlet, the outline 
of a shoulder pad on his black uniform coat showing up a dirty silvery color. 
"Asthma!" he croaked, "from my youth. Get rid of your youth fast as you can.: 
This shit is what kept me out of Spain." 

I knew nothing about Spaing of the Russians that they were our allies, 
that we had met them a week or 80 ago on a smoking pile of rubble in a 
destroyed German city, embraced them, showed off our flashy wristwatches, 
sold some. 

He still fought for breath. "“Hell...maybe I will...get to Russia. we: 
peaks ey re gonna Lee next. What,the hell! Life' lem? (gues nb 
Eas some Ua rAn e, Wt knocked WEN down ase O00 Gor another Cora edar ae “were inching aM 
past the Winchester Repeating Arms Plant which looked abandoned. He turned 
to me, grimy images of bricks moving liesurely over his fixed gray eyes. 
What he said made the skin on the back of my hands prs but he had 


28 


and they kissed us Slavik style and held owt heroic Stalingrad don't 

Mean we won't fight them, little fellow. Why jimineee, jimmy-fuckin-nee, 

sentimentality is the art of the ruling class. You suck in the sugar while 

they shove it up your ass. Hey I'm a poet, right? Tell me something, uh... 

Say, what the hell's your name?" 

"Skipper," I bit off, not liking being called little fellow. 

A eee: "well, Skipper, you're gonna get educated t cause they're screwing 
in the streets downtown—that is when they're not sdmphing Windows and 
throwing bottles. Land of the brave." And he flung pe power handle 
forward and soon we were speeding through Ps see ieee whipping 
past small groups at the trolley stops, some of them waving their fists, 
passing undershirted workmen and their wives on porches, their waving 
at us and bt Sal those we were leaving behind. 

"And IqRed. Red the red, aint that clever?" After a moment he giggled 
and the we were riding with the door open and I could hear the rising din 
fron downtown, but he snapped it shut wheoever we came to a trolley stop. 
"Just us, Skipper. Just us! Fuck everybody else, aint that right?" 

"I guess." I must have shown my concern for those who misgoyged his 
speed and tried to cross the tracks, especially a couple of older women with 
shopping bags. . 

“Goddamn I just miss and miss and miss. Just don't have the killer 
instinct. I'm the Phillies and not the Yankees." 

"Could you maybe go slower again?" 

"Tell me somedizing , Skipper. How'd you discover that word? That's a 
good fuckin word, maybe. What may be. You stick with that word. Not should be 
but may be. Cause nothing ever happens but that the bip boys grind your 
balls off but you keep thinking maybe. Cause that's hope and there's | 
not any hope , and so you might as well hope. Ydu do it for me, aie hd Way 


Ze ct You 


Ere” | iat 


. 
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Brown paper bags covered with grease spots flew out from under the seats and 
bottles rolled down the aisle as our express trolley rushed on. Red took out 
a nearly full bottle of Southern Gentleman from under his seat, upended it, 
his red hair falling thinly back, the caramel-colored liquid gurgling. 

Some kids were placing pennies on the rails in front of us. When I 
turged to see them out the rear window jpicking up the flattened pennies, Red 
burped and wheezed. -When I looked back to him he was tossing the bottle 
past me and out the opened door to shatter among the carpet of glass already 
there. "Crystal day," he portentiously announced. I shrugged. 

"Never mind, Skipper, you just keep your eyes peeled once we get 
downtown cause it's whores or jellybeans—-take your choice. One dame is 
blowing all comers in honor of her husband's service with Patton." 

"Yeah sure." 

His red~gray eyebrows lifted. "You don't believe me. I'm crushed. 

I don't believe me neither. But that's all right. I've started to tell myself 
to go fuck myself anyway." 

I laughed and he pounded on his control box likke a drugger in the 
movies, going so fast ‘that the freckles seemed to run together on his hands. 
The door stayed open and open-mouthed people flung by. 

"Stay away froajthe kind of people you'll meet downtown," rats my mother, 
combing my hair among the silhouetis of enemy planes and ships lining the 
walls of my eal; But I wanted to see everything I could of course. 

Sex was a disc-like thing in my house, thin and wobbling but nonetheless 
emittting signals I could sense even in the middle oes tableau of my father 
reading the paper while my mother darned socks. It-wasn!$ the speeding 
electricity CE vas — at me now, but some crushed and straining entity 
the release of which ypuld evidentally destroy everything. 
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We had reached the downtown district and he had to slow the trolley 
-—~\* and close the door since a coke bottle had come whistling 18) juSt missing 
Red's head and crashing through the small window he had threatened to 
throw the control handle through -ten-minutes preyviousty. In a few minutes res 
we hardly moved: the combined webght of the swarms pressing against the trolley 
from both sides made the wheels slip and jerk, and I held onto soley ripped 
seat as if it were a sled. Finally the crowd in front parted and we picked 
up to about walking speed, hundreds of faces melting by the door. "Red the 
Red's what the brilliant intellectuals down at the carbarn call me. 
That and rebel, hillbilly, cracker. Wilmington, Delaware I'm from, 
deep south!" A grimy sailor had pressed his face against the glass of the 
door and was trotting alongside. "They're like these propaganda-fed cretins," 
Red spat, coaxing enough speed from the trolley to make the sailor slide 
away, wall—eyed against the rushing life of the street. | 
"You'd better take it easy," I whispered and he inexplicably brought 
the car to a stop, and just as inexplicably the crowd flowed away and it 
grew almost silent in the trolley car, the outside noise sounding like 
a kind of sunny buzzing until a cloud of smoke drifted past, bits of 
white paper whirlpooling inside. 
"Tell me something, Skipper..." He had turned and I could see 
his full face, the gray eyes sunken and aebenaals weary. “you ever hear of 
a Carthaginian ahaa or ere 
"Was it agganst Rommel?" His laugh proved quiet and tired, and made me 
feel stronger. f | | 
“It's just where you give up too much. Don't worry about it. 
I taught you something. And now we're heading for Crystal Night and you 


never heard of that neither." I shrugged, told him I should ers 
“Stay the way you are...people take locker next to your And keep 


ey 
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the girls in school had very very many reservations about me. 
| "Why do you want to tréat me like a baby?" 

"I don't know."" Her cyen still closed. 

"Well I've gotta go." 

"That's all right. It's just...nobody else was my age. Out there. 
It's just that I thought if I could find somebody my age it it it... 
wouldn't be so crazy. And so...cruel." 

WT don't know about that. And I think I should get...before your father..." 

"Him? He's drunk. He's always drunk." 

probably 

"Yeah well you mother will / . eee" The lids of the barrels glowed 
like corposants in that darkening room. 

"Didn't you hear him?" The inside of her mouth was glowing too. 

“His lovely Belle?" And then she fed me in rhythm: "Ding...dong...Belle. 
Gone...gone...gone!"! 

"Yeah, well me too." 

"You haven't finished your danish." 

"yeah well I never will at this rate." Something caught in my voice 
and her whole face and tom boy's body softened. And in a way which lifted 
away the outside buzzing she whispered. "That soldier could come back." 

"I'd take care of him." And I believed it even as I was surprised 
Saying it. 

Her head so slowly shaking. "It scared me to death. To death." 

"Yeah. Well. I could see that. I mean I didn't really see anything. 
I mean what you said. I mean I didn't see him do it. You told me about 
it but I..." | 2 = 

"That's too bad," she teased, and I felt the fire jolt my cheekbones. 
The danish was gone and she was playfully slapping my hands while singining 
in a whisper, "Blushing boy, blushing boy, what's he blushing for?" 


Note: If we lead off w/ this c, then Red sd Say somethng 


at our last look at him which haoks back. 


rem it's gonna take grunt work 


2 ( 
May 7, 1945” V.E. Day 
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surreal images off the bat and throughout 


Through one of those horizontal spring days full of waves of 


pink and white petals and their sudden perfumes, along with 
whirling paper and grit. 

I ran through the sweet odors; once in what seemed an 
endless pallcent 
cloud of cree, petals, a a to unwrap newspapers from my 
legs. ancchen time, 1» in A needle shot into my cheek at 
the precise moment the flying day darkened temposartty. 

I resumed running in that darkness, towa a trolley car I 
wanted to catch which the sunlight was “he ng ng ny rendering it a 
buttery toy at the end of my vision. Fg slowed my steps when I 
saw it_was just sted, there, the motorman doing something to 
the cable that held the trolley mechanism to the overhead wire. 
In a second a newspaper was blown into him, surrounded his head 
as he flashed out at it with a butcher knife. I saw then, 
splaying out in the racing sunlight, the frayed ends of a few 
Strands of that cable. He went back to this sabotage, 
reflections of the knife skipping across the milky blue of the 
nearby tavern window. When I got closer I could see the window 
had been pushed 
in, was resting against a barstool a foot or so inside the 
tavern. large brown pieces of glass from whiskey 
bottles sat on the pavement along with a jigsaw assortment of 
other pieces, and through all of this a small man with a 
soaking-wet apron down to his shoetops was walking a straw broom) 


bright as sun, as the motorman was 


‘so he could throw out tie money past me and into the street. 
Kids began fighting over it, and Red was ‘suddenly 

screaming” Children beg in the streets while the peasants dream 
of 

steak and beer.” The sailor was abruptly there, flocks of dirt 
and foam around his chapped and purple ‘mouth. I-wanted to jump 
out but was afraid of him. The bosomy woman from the 


open trolley appeared and he .punched her in the breast. 
sat 2 back | mitre D 


* fallingDinto the lake 9f glass and coins. I leaped over her, 
feeling the force 9845, Sh on my back. “Someb gonna kill 

you, 
sailogy and I hope it’s me. He slammed the door as the sailor 
tried 
to lunge up the 
stairs. “Heil America! screamed Red as the sailor clawed at the 
door 

=hae 
leaving streaks of dirty blood. I backed Slowly away, afraid. 
that . 
the Sailor would Jawoorace me with Red, who now otc) ai “Crystal 
Night, Kristalinacht! Kristallnacht! ‘Kristalinacht! The sailor 
shook his head and gave up, taking the crowd with him. 


x When I last looked back at the trolley I was about twenty feet up 
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your eyes open cause you're inthe pit now, fucking all over the place as I aeids 

and even up the ass. Fights everywhere. Bottles coming from every point of the 

capitalistic compass. Winning is losing but money never lost a war. Promise 

me you'll never forget that. I'll let you go if you do." I did—and I 

haven't—-but then I started to reach over his body to get at the door handle 

because he was muttering "Red save world with Wilson. Red save Spain. 

Read all about it. American Facists win war. Treason prospers." He suddenly 

brightened and sat erect, flipped the tiny handle near the bottom of the 

coin box and scooped out a handful of change. He let me open tle door 

ao he could throw out tle money ane me and into the street. Kids began 
‘fighting over it, and Red was suddenly ccreuning "Children beg in the 

streets while the peasants drean of steak and beer. The sailor was abrubtly 

there, flecks of dirt and foam around his chapped, and purple mouth. 

I wanted to jump out but was afratd of him. The bosomy woman from the 

open trolley appeared and he punched her in the breast. She s' 9S missed | 

falling: into the lake of glass and coins. 1 leaped over her, feeling | 

the force of Red's shout on my back. "Somebody's gonna kill you, sailor, and 

I hope it's me!" He slammed the door as the sailor tried to lunge up the 

stairs. “Heil America!" screamed Red as the sailor clawed at the mia 

leaving streaks of blood. I backed slowly a afraid that Geecrtcs would 

associate me with Red, who now bellowed "Crystal Night, Kristallnacht! 
Kristallnacht! © Kristallnacht!" The sailor shook his head and gave up, 

taking the crowd with him. 

When I last. looked back at the trolley I was about Sieny feet up the 
tracks and the two front windows held smoky suns, behind which Red's : ate 
face, fiery in forehead and heavily shadowed underneath, looked like a 
death mask. | 
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As I studied him I became aware of heat at my back. A bonfire byestee. 
——betrind-me. It was comprised of furniture, and huge bubbles formed and 
popped on a headboard, sending up black snakes of smoke. The only thing 
left infthe shattered store whine was an immense rd@dio console with a 
large mirror atop it and a message in. soap writing. WILL CONVERT TO 
TELLE-VISION. Two muscular boys were shoving the whole works over 
and the mirror flew up in huge shards which they then dueled with, 
slashing away until they were left with<é¢ubs—tr-their bleeding hands 
_ which they start at until the sailor came jitterbugging between. them, 
leading a jubilant entourage. / I tagged along until I heard a shaking 
basso voice off to my Bal aad stopped to see where it came from but 
the crowd had gone into reverse too and I had to rin to plant myself 
in the front row. "I'm German and I hate the Germans. I'm German and I 
hate the Germans!" a fat man emphasized. Behind me I hear the. thud of 
flesh and snapped around to see blood firing from the sailor's nostrils, 
his head jerking back and forth as he sunk. "And I'm German myself. But 
American German no German German. No!" This fat man sed a roll of 
fat across his neck and shoulders, a halo of sweat around his cannon ball 
head; she, equally as fat and‘én a shapeless colorless housedress, fyQ5 
slapping a paper effigy of teeth and thick glasses made up mostly of orange 
paper. "Slap the Jap," she invited, “slap the dirty little Jap!" No one 
dids and they acon/Siaost wincing in the anticipation 2 some heckler. 
She shook; the effigy and the wind caughts it and turf/it around, 
carrying too the sad and desperate smell of their sweat. I closed my eyes 
expecting some dreadful disgrace to come upon them. The fat man took 
a swing at the revolving Jap, his neck taut, bellowing "I'm one hundred. ten use 
per cent American! This is the greatest day of my life!" 


“He means it. You should el him." She had let go of the effigy 
cou 


and it flew: past me and I /... hear it being kicked behind me. 


H 
H 
i 
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"Roosevelt this and Roosevelt that. He even tried to join the army. 
At his age!" 

"Which army,'' somebody sneeréiand her eyes lost focus and he raised his 
fist but then arog: it to his side as she rushed at me, that dress a 
huge sail pany hoe hugging me and I smell the same desperate smell 
but mixed with kitchen odors. 

As the folds of her dress cover me, I spy, hanging like a Christmas 
ornament against the smoke, a little girl's elfin face, glowing whitely, 
eyes leaping and scintillant. I had seen a face like that in Wegee's 
photograph in The New York News. BRQOKLYN SCHOOLCHILDREN SEE GAMBLER 
MURDERED IN..STREET..:. 

Now what you gonna do for me, huh?" the fat woman yells at me to 
get the crowd laughing. The fat man is literally hopping. "I need a 
great big man!" she shakes me.. The fire rising in my cheeks I 
get a daydream flash of both of these large apologetic Germans on the 
glassy pavement, smoke coiling up from hundreds of wounds, their 
huge bodies being chucked by waves of blood. 

She had released me, was turning away when her husband squealed, 
shaking with laughter all the while, "She woulda fixed that Hitler! 
Broke his legs!" 

"I'd break his bandy legs all right!" the fat woman insisted in a voice 
which became 

/ strangely choked towards-the-endt for she saw the contents of the pail of 
| garbage descending on her husband before he did, the coffee grounds and 
oranges, and grayish-green slime. That little elfin girl-child shrieked 
ina serious of ascending bursts as a boy in knickers ran away carrying 
the empty bucket. "I kill little bastard!" shouted the fat man, a ribbon 


of gray slime around his bulging, beefy neck, but the woman caught up 


i: a 
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to him, was soon wiping his face off with her skirt as he knelt. 
"Papa papa papa," she consoled nd: Sd the while her eyes darted around. 
“Break his bandy legs!" Papa whispered. | 
The crowd had completely left then. jone of the trailers, I would not 
look at them again, found myself in a procession being led. by two men 
holding the sailor up above their heads. I was jostled by a toothless 
man wearing an overcoat covered with political campagn buttons, mostly 
WILKE. "They said they was gonna skin him," he whistled. "Be something 5) 
see man skinned."*' I heard enappibe noises which I could not associate with 
anything at all. 
I shoved very quickly past him imorder to eventually see who these 
men were. One was a soldier who was bare-chested but wore a marine officer's 
hat heavy with braid, the other was a mechanic with a one piece coverall 
which looked like one immense grease suet They seemed to wart to function 
as the sailor's seconds ina fight ,for they were goading him on now 
as he circled a baker, short and stocky in his starkly white uniform, and 
pulled at the potholders which hung from the bakeries sleeves on elastic 
bands. The sailor minced around him, ot ag a potholder from time ts time. 
Each time one snapped the baker swung, and ‘kne odor of apples joined 
the air. Soon the baker was calling the sailor a disgrace to his uniform 
and the sailor was insisting that the baker was a disgrace to his, to 
the falling-down hysteria of his paca The baker removed an orange apron 
hardly wider than a belt and proceeded to fold it with care, absently 
knocking away the sailor's hands during the whole process. The soldier 
was attempting to clear an area of glass by dragging the inside ap of his 
boot{three op four feet at a sweep. "You will not insult my manhood" 
stated the baker, his sharp blue eyes aimed heavenward to dusk and smoke. 
"Yes Dearie," cooed the sailor. The baker placed his dainty apron 
et .be feet and then stepped over it into int gledred area. The sailor 
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joiged him with studied dignity, arranging his once-white uniform as 

the wind picked up and flapped betlr their clothing, making the sailor 

look like an epileptic and the baker a hunchback. Glaring at each 

other, they waited for the wind to aig! Wien flew at each other only 

to be locked into a breathless, shuffling bearhug which ended when 

they gravitated outside thecleared area and fell and broke apart. 

The baker started up shakily, having acquired blotches of blood 

at both knees. To the sailor it seemed to indicate a triumph and 

he was turning away with his arms high to provoke a cheer when his 

sneer was crashed inward by an extraordinary blow from the still-rising baker. 
That elf child shrieked again somewhere and we all were snapping our heads 
around to see where she was as the sailor sunk down and pitched forward 
and the baker was recoiling and just able to maintain his balance. 

"These herogg!' he taunted even while slipping, "these herosst' 

The soldier and mechanic were draggin the sailor away, his knees 
madking two paths through the glass. "The real heroes aint here, am I 
right?" the baker began to plead. "They're in Germany or the Pacific. 

I would have gone. I would have. I was between wars. A kid for the first, 
and now with my own business and a daughter to raise and no wife." 

Someone said not to worry about it, wasn't in the cards, he was needed 
here, but the baker, even while nodding assent, kept muttering, "would have 
gone, go even now." Someone had handed him his little orange apron and 
he sobbed into it. An old man whose tongue lolled in his mouth patted 
him on the back, and ribbons of flour undulated, ele inthe dusky 
Light. Tmo wife," the baker asserted nett ted the da man nesk=be~-hin 
urinated in a quikly diminishing arc. . : 

The last witness , I ran away but right into a raw-lipped girl of 
about my own age who fell upon my shoulder ciying Pleads oh please. Oh Godi" 


I jumped back but she held on, leaving her feet andhanging from my neck 
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like a rag doll. "That soldier," hol gasping, "he tried to put/his hand 
: under my dress. One of the tings stented the fight. I'm scared of him." 
. "Well I've gotta get home. I..." 

But she held on, her words wet on my shoulder. ure if if I can't be 
with you I'll start screaming and won't be able to stop. I can't help it. 
Nobody ever tried to do that before. Put his hand... He's crazy." 

I thrust her away enough so that I could see her pulsing face, wild 
and spiking hair, but couldn't loosen her grip on her neck. "I don't wanna 
hear about it. It aint my business." 

' Three older girls ran by, arm in arm. "Give her a kiss," they sang. 

The baker's voice drifted in as ee ee ofyher hands loose. “Where'd 


she go, my Belle?" 
| 
She turned her face out from shoulder to scream "Oh shut * 
—. my up, Daddy 


I was gasping by now but had both her hands gripped. "Get him... 
take you home." 

"You kidding?" She jerked her hands free, still facing me, and rubbed 
her wrists, then licked each one slowly. I had to watch. “He don't care. 
He just wanted his fight is all." 

In poked a grandmother in a silky polka dot dress. "Take her home, 


Sonny. She should be seeing these sasepet ing a at her age."" She had 


‘underlined disgusting shows as if it were my fault. 
"I don't know anything about it. Leave me alone," I protested but she 
left shaking her head, a tiny white pillbox of a hat 1k around. : 
"It's no wonder you don't have manners," she hissed. The girl's hand | 
was on my elbow but I shook it off} then she had my hand, pulling, and ran we : 
off dragging me. Her running was eccentric and giddy and she tripped me 
more than once. "Let me go!" I yelled, embarrassed by being handled so 


easily by a mere girl, but I started giggling along with her after a’ bit. 


: "That will be more than sufficient for tonight." 


That day had all but destroyed me and. yes I-#GZ41 craved m = 
FAIS IN 
but my bones sunk down inside am#-khewing that/my father Was Leela 


his last battle in the world in the vicious genteel. 

In my dark room I took my whore's bath, swinging roundhouse punches 
at ingg inary baker, who begged for mercy, falling to his knees and 
Cre 5 


“out Of my sight as I tried to stop my face in my shaking mirror, - 
surrounded by reflections of the velvety silouettes of planes and ships. 
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As far as I could tell I was a usual sight to her, and I began to wonder 


even as I excruciatingly ran what my impressionistic nakedness would 


look like on the street-side of the billboard. Thejthe retarded girl started 
slappinglthe water frantically and I Db aaa back to see the baker, a 

| burnt-loking trash bien vovel his Aand moaning "Belle? Belle?" He flung 
the barrel at her but missed by a good five feet, instantly looking dowy 

at his feet. 

I could feel the stinging cuts on my own; it was a relief to 
periodically land in fresh dogshit. 

I ended up under a scruffy bush on the edge of an overgrown softball 
field. Among garbage and beer bottles and vomit I panted and cried, finally 
pulling on my clothes, tears Plopping down on my shoes as I lacedi:them. 

Past dozens of trolleys abandoned on their tracks I walked home, 
iphed a footsore as I was, stumbling over trash and slipping on 

of glass. From the streelight's angle I must have looked like 
a tentative ice skater. 

My parents were listening to our Philco when I arrived, its orange dial 
the only thing visible in our living room. The celebration of VE Day was 
just then beginning in San Francisco, an announcer bragging about strangers 


kissing. "Imagine!" my mother exclaimed, "total strangers!" 


"Jesus God would I like to be there!" surprisingly burst from my father. 
ea Though _the-words were meant for me, their edge was a la for him. 
as she sniffed "Take a bath dear." 

But he trumpeted, "Take a whore's bath!" and in the deathly quiet 
following the announcer sped on about some girls making a banner all by 
themselves but couldn't get them to answer any questions in their shyness. 
“Your father, who must think he's down on the docks or something, means 
just fill a basin and wash off." She sensed that I wanted to hear more 

_ from my father and from the announcer and she flatly hissed, 


pis a a A a 
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I would agree with my mother were dreadful: 


striding over to that bed and ripping the chenille spread off, her fingers 
soon to be in my mouth with my sucking the sugar off of them, only stopping 
when I think——after many sweating excuse més—that I'm inside. And she 
shriek and sobs at my plunges , is ripping away at my face until a finger 
hooks inside my mouth and I bite down till I taste blood. She pulls it 


out and I lock my mouth onto hers our tongues dancing in sugar and blood. 


She had already sopped up the blood with the little apron and we 
were playing peek-a-boo when the baker threw a light switch on us and 
on his own pulpy face. He bellowed, blood firing from his nostrils, 
and fell upon her, beating her through the covers. "Whore like your 


mother!" Wu 
“He made me, forced me!! flew up muffled through the covers, and he _—_ 


beat harder. In that brilliant light I was rienakialiy rolling my clothes 
into pall. "Forced!" she kept on insisting but her lasttone broke . | 
apart with laughing and she matched the force of her laughing to each blow. 

He took a swipe at me as I catapulted by and out of that room, 
eventually down a eat-enelling hallway and into tne Buck yard, carreening 
into a pile of empty lard cans which rolled after me. I could hear 
Irish women gossiping high high above crisscrossed clotheslines,” I was 
all but snorting flames from my nostril as I ran over mud and glass and 
rusty cans and dog shit, the air I pushed in front of me feeling like grease. . 
In my nakedness I encountered only one other person, a drooling negro girl 
sitting in a patched inner tube oi the middle of a green mud puddle. When I ° 
got closer and saw her in the ugh broken into small squares by the latticework 


under the billboards, I could see that her hair was peppered with gray. 
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I'm looking around for something to break the glass but talking at the same 
time. "Holy shit! What're you doing out there? C'mon let me out. My mother!" 
But the glass doorknob turns slowly, looking like ‘is immense jewel in the 
pale light from the street. 

Then the door is opened and she's piled high with anati pastries, 
bearing them in her arms and balancing precariously. I can see her eyes 
back there, frightened of a misstep. And then it's revealed to me 
through an opening that she has taken off the schoolgirl blouse and wears one 
of the baker's orange aprons for a haler. She's disoriented, making a 
quarter turn and falling half onto the bed. I try to grab a pastry but 
the real idea of this new game jshe somehow motions is to eat them fron 
her. I do, myself half on the bed, and when I get close to a baseball- 
sized breast she turns away and tries to slide under but she can't get 
loose or keep that halter from sliding down. Soon the breast is in my 
mouth, the nipple raspberry smeared and delicious, but she is furiously 
twisting to get free, the joke having gone bad on her, and I'm putting . 
all the .weight on her I can. By now she is crying and I'm not sure 
I've haven't bit her so I'm springing up "Sorry sorry sorry!" with 
bleeding Jesus looking down and Reggedy Ann smeared with crumb-dotted 
icing. 


Her tears are-eue like liquid giggles because now she, pointing to my 
pants, jammed out at the crotch. I try to cover it with both hands. 

She pulls the covers up and the rest of the pastries fly everywhere. 
Her eyes are green clouds and seem set back in. "That's enough——but if 
you show me yours I'll show you mine. But we can't do anything. 

Her eyes then motion to let my pants drop and I prance around that room, 
turning so I could catch the weak outside streetlight so it would be 
mirrored hugely in the Warnish of the door. 


The following minutes burn with their own fire as I'm doing things 
Tove & ME ewe. peer ie as: 
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"You should grow up," I assert. "You really can't be two things at 
the same time.'"' But she doesn't listen, poking her fingers in through the 
white paper, letting in blue speeding light as she tastes each one. 
‘Mnmamen! This is a wonderful eclair." I eventually seize one finger 
and pull it in along with her hand, and by dint of a sawing motion 
with our hands manage to rip through all of the paper. I am growling 
through this process and she is whimpering. I think that we sgw that 
it ye game where we mock everything, especially our awkwardness and 
fear.. 

"I'm soon free of the paper, announcing, of course, that it's my turn, 
soon wrapping her up, both of us giggling—and I become almost too eerily weak 
to complete the job. She gets quite still when I'm covering her face. 

"Will you take me ede en oes are! 2 pA? : 

"With my mother and father?" fas like giving yourself immediately 
discouraging news, tbough I snap out of it to apply the tape in vertical 
strips on her small breasts with her breathing rustling the paper madly. 
"You fresh!" And she's shortly in such a fit inside there that I rip. 
the whole business off her only to have her chase me into her bedroom 
and locifthe door. She is whooping hysterically on the other side as 
I have to look at the sacred heart on the wall and Raggedy Ann on | 
the narrow chenille-spread bed. 

"Should we wait for Daddy?" she pipes at some distance away from the door. 
And then the only sound is si /eaesins heart. My ear against the varnished 
door I can smell its dacinese: I go to the lone window and try to raise it. 
I can, but just enough to hear the maniacal street where on top of cursing 
and yelling and scattered pops of bottles being thrown, someone is playing 
a sour trumphet——as if to cue the streetlights which come on at that moment. 


ae eae Oey ec A : a 
Big. & eee ey : Bs Wf adae 
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Soon my hands joined this slapping game and after ‘ while there we were 
face to face and staring, our hands carrying on almost by themselves. 

And I was the kid led to the house of sweets who was already full, | 
who had a day explode in his brain before the insinuating silliness 
we both half—played at , her with hands still dreamily moving, staring 
at me with her grec marbles of eyes, a few dark brown hairs vibrating 
against the floury windows dusk-glowing. 

Into our smal] breathing comes the sound of showers of glass, 
and an almost monotone squealing. "It's awful about them," she whispers, 
holding my hands from moving, “how they act." 

"Hey that stuff costs money. A lot of people go crazy. They go crazy! 
God! They they they they go abolutely crazy!" I find. myself shouting 
and she, frightened, wide-eyed, eases back against the flour barrels. 

Bet Amost by the time I become aware of my own yelling, she suddenly 
brightens, swingspast me to the roll of paper—-when our bodies touch that half 
instant, she bites the inside of her lip. 

Soon she is wrapping me round and round with white paper and slapping 
wet and glue-smelling manila tape variously. "Okay now," she injects 
into my own giggles. "You're ready for a customer to take home. 

‘What am I?" singing from the dark and rustling inside. 

"Big eclair filled with lots of custard mammmmmmmmmnm | And I feel 
the moisture as she licks the paper over my cheek. 

I pull away asking "And how about you? What're you?" 

"Big cake I am. Rich and bad. Devil's food." | 

"Is that right?" It's the same thin sarcasm I had used with Red. 

"Not really," she answers quizzically. "Cream puff. I'm scared of 
everything. Everything. I'm even scared of you right now. Sooooo0o, 
maybe I'm brave and scared at the same time." 
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That there's the question for all time. And ches anawer is I do. 
The Sergeant. And aljthat, shit pouring out of the TV about Vietnam! 
And never the soldier's side,the trooper's! The kig soldier maybe » crybaby, 
but never the trooper's. He takes what's sia bes nf bode x anywhere 
andhe gets it fuckin done! It's only politics takes time. 


Fuckin Vietnam! What happenal to us? The professionals lost! 


/ 
War's our trade and we Si oe it. iV of ites TL pide 
Yeah yeah yeah wee 42 telling A hand Oe a sin he yon ee? 00 


but you gotta be reminded. Maybe that last reminding'1ll pull the barrel 


as iy, | 
out of your mouthy J 6 my. Lin ¥ day ——— You _ : 
. Right! Or put it in there. Take your choice. Cw) 


Fuck it! Open up your eyes and look at those deer out there. Ever see Wey. 
anything that fuckin beautuful? Here's to them and good company gnd this 4“) } 
beautuful light. Right at this minute this is the best and promney lace 
on earth. 

Yeah...there was a lot wrong in Nam and not uae cause the politicians _. 
were always dragging your balls down. There was the leadership there. 

I come close to fragging one little sucker I tell you. me getting 
my wars mixed up: That was Korea. But I knew about a lot of fragging 
in Nam. Temporary cures. Hey, we tell the truth to each other but we 
don't foul the nest. 

So I'm drunk! So what! I'm pas drunk but you know what I'm talking 
about. After after after—-look at my hand shaking-—-the politicians do their 
dance and the people give up , then there's us. Us. We take what's given ad 
and do something with it. |P/ az) 7 hond + In, 

*y “Think about that (falld his voicej falls and the black woods hoi 


seem to moan, the deer in pak silver outline se axis heads. 
“7 \ 


I knew it all once. Hey when you're young and full of hot shit ready 
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ap i. to explode you know it all. Like this young lieutenant in Korea. Skipper. 
| Ge got on my case a lot of times back then. Twenty years ago? And 
for what? Not askingthe basic questions or however it was expressed back 
then. Like suits change their fuckin styles, youknow? I don't know. 
Something I was doing wrong or thinking aieig that alifthe young pissers 
knew, was born knowing. Oh yeah! Hey! Can't even see you guys now. 
Well, just. Knew I'd get a break if I waited long enough. Now what the hell's 
that approaching? That come up out of Chesapeake Bay or something? 
Halt! Who fuckin goes there? 
Two barely-discernable men with silvery sticks come towards them. 
I'll shush. Sorry about that. Didn't icciome this here was the post 
golf course. Just come over here cause they had the enlisted men's club 
closed for renovations. Expanding it for the next war. Pardon me I sing. ~ 
What makes the grass grow so green/ in Aberdeen? / Chickenshit! 
As light breathing is heard one ball el inks into a cup...another. 
They're playing by braille you ask me. I did that plenty but not on 
no golf course. Okay okay dint see be some damn picky. I'11 get back 


tophe squirt lieutenant but you're gonna wish I didn't cause you're gonna 


find out something you don't wanna know. You guys is hard, but nobody's 
hard enough. | 

So it'was Skipper in Korea. Aint that some name for a man? But what | 
the fuck it was the new army back then. Ain't it always? Always new 
everything everywhere. Can't keep fuckin up with it except it's always 
S. 0. S. Same sie shit. 

Anyways when you're young you're fuckin unique and that's aliphere is to it. 
You think you're some kind of angel but there's nothing you won't do. 


| Screw a snake and say it was for science. And it's a wonder the lady's 


crotches don't melt out of their pants with you a hundred yards away. 


a erent 


Heerenveen Cteere> they sent a killer to repair binoculars! 


aJ\y a \) : 


In darkening bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a white umbrella 


floats. In the middle of he table...what seems to be an tique-gold yramia. 2f, 


The three, outlined in bronze grains of trembling light, are laughing in eu 

@ jazzy, synchopated way. happens to laughter at such a time when yu 

purples insiggate soéty golds and deer watch from the mouth of a far wood? = | AN 
Yeah. Right. Korea. Land of the Morning Calm. And afternoon. re . 


Evening a yeah! At least after the war when alls you could do is sit 
around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour there when we 
got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to sweet-smelling Pusan. 

But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a soldier! Not yet among you 4F 


commandos of the Ordinance Corps, fucking up all manner of weapons and jeeps. 


What a waste! 

The speaker adds a beercan to the flickering pyramid pf=3wereans 
in the center of the white table. 

Well hell now! You two old sergeants liked the swell of Pusan. Rembnded 
you of your Rebel homes. 

The two other men chuckle, make waving toasta in the deepening light, 
these gestures telling him to go on. 

They use shit for fertilizer there, as you two grizzlies know I'm sure. 
Effectively. Got stuck out one night on maneuvers: , carved out a squash 
and slept in it. | 

So it's bad! No ober drunk is saying anything. Hey I'm playing—- 
but I'm heading to a story that's deadly fuckin serious. But don't 


i ee Ee ‘sweat it cause it never happened. Well it did but it didn't. Allgyou have 
to know in this world is what didn't happen. | A 
Anyways what did happen, believe it our not, is that the war ended 
just about when I eased into my second tour there. Why they sent me: 
End the war! Yes Sir! Right away Sir! 
Well you're wrong cause I'm half serious, cause you and me and all the 
other sergeants run the fuckin army—which is convieniently. forgotten in 


Hell 


; peace time. /in wartime too. mel am I talking about? Preaching to eee 


yn 
the > Christ Almighty, worse than a crying drunk or something. 


Let me fish another brew out here. 


k 
t 
- 


He pushes aside a hunk of black, bobbing ice to get a dripping can. 


~ 


Pops the tab and the tiny spray picks up flecks of purple light. 


The ; 124, pA hangs above. . 7 


\ 
So ‘we all know it's true, goddamn straight true: The old sergeant 


is basic! Basix! Pe 


You know seamiutecs alae this being a mighty small pyramid for - 


a trio of professional drinkers like us? You know, kids said I could never 
ask the basic questions. Most lately about Vietnam naturally. Nam! Lae 
Here's my toast to the most fucked_up war in this nation's lifetime. | 
Besides ruining the country and all that shit it ruined my life too. 
Busted up my marriage, lost me a son up in Canada. acan u imagine?. 
Fuckin Canada? You don't have to tell me about family. You don't 
have to tell me about country. 

The other son he went to Nam and now he hates me for it, like I 
engineered the whole war or something. Aint that some shit? They 


spit on him when he got back. In San Francisco airport they spit 


on him. Welcome to the world of soldiering. My country right or wrong? 


ea And who gives a:shit? 
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‘And all the while: there you are just firing those basic questions all over 
the lot. Hundred a minute. | . 

Unless you're ‘ soldier and it's fuck the basic questions or whatever 
you wanna:: call them cause if you're a soldier you got the only security. 
Follow the orders and forget the shit behind them. And if the orders don't 
make no sense nohow, well then we know just how to do nothing, or just 
how to Stepinfetchit till theofficers get the right ideas. That's our 
science and it aint in any book or on TV neither. You feel your way 
through this fuckin life. That's the fuckin art of it. And yet 
with my wife and boys...? 

Aint it though? A real complicated life. I agree: C is a good grade 
But. I want A in everything and that's why my guts grind I guess. 

Well anyways this fuckbrain lieutenant, this Skipper, he really got to 
me the day the Korean War ended. Twenty seven July nineteen and fifty three 
if I aint mistaken, gentlemen. I was kinda inside a big booze bore like 
this, no offense. It's just that we're warhorses, not built to watch 
fairy captains putt in their bermuda shorts. But let anybody shoot for 
any hole they want, right? 

The golfers leave in their cars, headlights momentarily picking out 


shifting pockets of mist. In one the deer nibble leaves; his voice and 


the now-droning cars as natural sounds to them, lulling. 


Anyways they had stopped playing games at Pegmunjehn and we got 
out of that war. In anticipation of which, in anticipation of which 
I had been working on a chrome-plated forty-five to trade to Quartermaster 


for alcohol. Legal as you old ordinance types know for cleaning lenses.. 


I wrapped the requisition around the pretty gun and would you believe they 


50 


managed to find tueaty gallons? Then five pairs of binoculars got us a 
couple of cases of oranges from a navy ship at Pusan. Hey! Since we 
took our chances on the plague let the swabies flirt around with scurvy. 
Hemorraghic fever they called it, from the fleas of rats. I guess we 
all remember plopping down into foxholes in the middle of drowned and 
poisoned rats. JUst so some guy'd feel safe in his Cadillac, and a 
mortar won't be ‘lobbed between him ... and Honey in a bed at the 
Bluebird Motel. But we protect everybody--we just aint sensitive is all. 
So, Old Sergeants, some not so old sergeants celebrated the end of the 
Korean War with screwdrivers in a fifty five gallon drum with its topxcut off. 
Everything in excess. Hell if I could drop this bunch of grizzlies back 
there now we wouldn't miss a beat. Most of my life seems to consist 
of going back and doing thing I did before, walking up to somebody 
you haven't seen in twenty years and saying something like hey, you 
was telling me how the old lady fucked you up good. She complete the 
job yet? 
But fuck all that cause we was dipping in there with big mess cups, 
big blue ice bobbing around in all that dusky orange just like this 
ice beside me nowmelting down and cooling-~I can feeeeeeelll1—no more 
fuckin beer. Tough titty. 
And twenty plus years between two pretty blue hunks of ice and... 
the same hunk. No years. All of life is fuckin deja vu, soldier's life 
anyways. Well anyways, all you heard back then were sipping noises and 
sighs and we wanted to go on that way forever in that dark green air 
of that buttoned up tent where you had to drink cause you couldn't breathe. 
Once in a while you'd hear a dogface yell, but from further away than those 
deer. They was playing basketball while us sergeants drank ourselves senseless 


for our country. 
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Then someone eughee a Plap aside and you could see these kids 
"Up against the absolute fuckin gold of the rice paddies. Knock your 
eye out and those screwdrivers sliding down! You bank those moments 
and draw on them for a lifetime. And I don't mean just the drinking 
but what everything looks like and the stories until the quiet settles in 
and it gets all...stretchy...1 don't know, the time I mean. I don't know 
how to say it but it's living at any rate. 

So in all that lovely green and orange and blue funk I'm in the middle 
of the longest fackin Sigh ever whatchacalllit , exhaled by man when in 
busts this fuckbrain squirt shavetail lieutenant, this Skipper. 

‘Get the troops to the messhall—compulsory lecture! ' The war's over 

and he's going by the book. Now! It's a historic first for him. 

He's gonna ead the sermon tht division and the pentagon sends down in a kit 
and with all . answers answered for you if anybody's stupid enough to 
ask. You know, we had to stop Charlie in Chunchon or he'd rape every 

woman and hal ffthe men in the shoppping plazas around Atlanta. Well you 
know the shit that they said, and in Nam too, though they was called on 


ies that 


And you Soe no reason for a war, gentlemen. The war's 


it there. 


the reason. 
Two deer approach them, their coats twitching in darkest silver. 
tear c'mon, come next to me. Don't be afraid. Come.“ 
But it didn't do no good to tell him "Hey, Lieutenant! War's over. 
All bets are off!" I was shouting then too, but there was no deer to ran away, 
just sweating GIs and ossified sergeants. and I was tedling him what you _— . 
never should say, that the dogfaces don't give a shit about the fuckin 


propaganda. They'd just as soon listen to the other side's. But soon 


we were all sitétig there, all arms and legs and stinking breath and 


‘ 
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ae : 
Pe a 
SOP pe. 


-” goaking fatigues. Armpits and assholes! But he went on and on with the 


TO 


stupid lecture till I couldn't stand it no more. "Hey Lieutenant! 
These poor dogfaces don't care about Communism. And the gooks don't 
noni what it is neither and they was fighting for it. We're all fuckin 
dogfaces and all we know is we haven't been killed. So why not we ali 
have a fuckin drink. And you come back to the sergeant's tent..." 
Communists! Nazis! Shit! How many times have I listened to the asshole wisdom 
of officers and smiled My sergeant's smile like it was nailed to my fuckin mouth? 
But the other guys is bad! Bad! No fuckin doubt. I transported a German 
prisoner and we got lost for a week crawling through bombed out cities 
looking for women and booze. I'm godfather to his yout a girl with 
her own girl now. He's still a sergeant of course. | 
He assumes another voice and ~the other two sergeants shift in 
their metal chairs. 
‘Your opinions are interesting, Sergeant. We will go into them and 
any other questions in the context of the question and answer period. * 
And I'll tell you something, he had started with a shriek and ended in a 
fuckin wandering whisper and right then I knew I did a bad fuckin thing 
cause the sonofabitch was cracking and he was trying to give discipline 
to himself, really, to the troopers too, but mostly to hold himself together. 
And then he's reambling and his eyes...terrified. Alls you could see 
was whites! He even woke the troops up,so fuckin crazy was his act. 
Next he's running out of there with me chasing. I had my own kids. 
I'm going to make it right cagse my pride's in killing people, not hurting 
them. That'd sound weird to anybody else but I can say it to you guys. 
It's one of the things I gotta Say. 
And you two know now what I Kiew hack then, that I'd 've turned 
myself inside out to make it right, that if 1 had any idea he was 
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He so shaky I'd ‘ve listened to the stupid lecture for hours and not fucked 
around at all. It's one of the things that's burned the shit out of my life. 
Are there others? I wondered when you two'd start pulling my leg. 
Anyways I had dismissed the dogfaces before I started to run after 
the crazy lieutenant and I could hear them buzzing back there while 
I'm fuckin panting cause he's leading me k into a little canyon 
back of ee company area and right then I'm getting mixed feelings 


cause I/dumped att a lot of shit I didn't feel like inventorying—little 


replacement lenses and shit like that. And now these lenses—and 
here fuckin begins the part you won't believe—-commence glowing under 
~ bushes and weeds, blue glowing. He's still running and screaming to 


high heaven about nothing ybut all the starch just goes out of my legs 


and I just fuckin sink down there where I'm at, and the air turns- -I 
don't know—wa}rd, like before a thunderstorm. And now I'm yelling. 
‘Skipper! Son!" And he turns around with those fuckin white 
omy eyes and all of a sudden fufffff! He's all fuckin white blotches 
of fire, a string. He drops like a rock ail these blotges skitter off him 
and roll around the whole fuckin place and rolling over those lenses 
and making them like blue water, melting them and the aluminum casings too. 
And fuck ‘smoke is rising from Skipper! "Son!" . I scream the fuckin 
loudest I can scream and these medics are rushing by me and where the 
fuck did they come from? And then this one-star slitty-eye general 
plants himself in front of me. I'm roaring-hysterical! " Sir! 
The lieutenant! " 
A streetlight goes on and shapes come and go in the mist 
looking like old men and iwreathing children. — v4 . 
"The lieutenant'1l be all right. Fine. Wo sweat. And...nothing 


happened, you got that? You've been around ong enough to know what I mean. 
Everything'11 be fine.” 


Small police station. A calendar shows grain elevators. Maureen, 
about nineteen, types with two fingers. She wears old ski pants and 
baggy sweater. She stays absorbed as Sheriff enters, wiseny-skinny, 


sheds huge checkered mackinaw, shakes snow out, hangs it on chair. 


MAUREEN: Damn! Now the e keeps sticking all the time. 

SHERIFF: What we got? 

MAUREEN: (nodding to inside room) Him. 

SHERIFF: I can see it's a him. And what's that tousley hat over his... 

over him? 

MAUREEN: Mine. My ski cap. Like it? 

SHERIFF: Now look here! You shouldn't be handling any of this sort of business, 
young lady. You're just an intern. 

MAUREEN: What do you mean by handling? 

SHERIFF: Now let's just not get into any of this silly foolishness of yours. _ 
I got a dgupghter your age for gosh sakes. You just don't be fresh! 

MAUREEN: We had things like this in Criminal Science 1. 

SHERIFF: That's in a book. 

MAUREEN: Rape and all that good stuff. 

SHERIFF: You stop right there! 

MAUREEN: How to prove penetration. 


SHERIFF: Oh my God! 


Small police station. A calendar shows grain elevators. Maureen, 
about nineteen, types with two fingers. She wears old ski pants and 
baggy sweater. She stays absorbed as Sheriff enters, wiseny-skinny, 


sheds huge checkered mackinaw, shakes snow out, hangs it on chair. 


MAUREEN: Damn! Now the e keeps sticking all the time. 

SHERIFF: What we got? 

MAUREEN: (nodding to inside room) Him. 

SHERIFF: I can see it's a him. And what's that tousley hat over his... 

over him? 

MAUREEN: Mine. My ski cap. Like it? 

SHERIFF: Now look here! You shouldn't be handling any of this sort of business, 
young lady. You're just an intern. 

MAUREEN: What do you mean by handling? 

SHERIFF: Now let's just not get into any of this silly foolishness of yours. 
I got a dgughter your age for gosh sakes. You just don't be fresh! 

MAUREEN: We had things like this in Criminal Science 1. 

SHERIFF: That's in a book. 

MAUREEN: Rape and all that good stuff. 

SHERIFF: You stop right there! 

MAUREEN: How to prove penetration. 


SHERIFF: Oh my God! 
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| MAUREEN: Objective science, Sheriff! (A groan from the other room which 
they ignore) 

SHERIFF: I don't want to hear about it. Anything. Especially from you. 
MAUREEN: Just trying to have a discussion of the case. . 

SHERIFF: Don't give me any of that stuff they give you over at the college. 
It's bad enough the scum I got to deal with without talking it over with a 
nineteen year old girl. Now what's wrong with him? Let's get at that first. 
MAUREEN: Terminal shame. 

SHERIFF: This here is a police department, Miss. You don't mind I remind you? 
MAUREEN: Check. 

SHERIFF: You determine if he needed medical treatment? 

MAUREEN: Mother and I examined the exposed part. There are no white spots 
which would determine frostbite. 

SHERIFF: Good. What? I mean...Mother? Your mother? 
MAUREEN: She was a nurse with logging camps. Seen it all. This was nothing. 
SHERIFF: I don't mean that. I mean here.. Your apther here? What in 

blue blazes—-? 
MAUREEN: When I couldn't raise you on the radio I thought I'd better get : 
out to the lake myself so I asked ole Mom.to come in here and answer calls. 
There weren't any. 

SHERIFF: I was bottom of South Johnson Creek Road with six, count em, six 
fender benders when some damn eighty year old Swedish farmer made it 

lucky seven with me. I pulled his damn license then and there and I'm not 
worried a judge'll back me up on it. Guess he banged ae too. 
MAUREEN: I called. I did call. A 
SHERIFF: Yeah and you're supposed to call down to Deer Creek for help, not 


your mother. Where's that damn guidebook for you interns. You show me 


where it's written down you call mothers. 


‘Maureen: Sheriff! They were completely tied up at Deer Creek then. I did 
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get through later though. Anyway, everything was all right. Mother knitted. 
Madame Defarge. 
if 
SHERIFF: One woman at a time/you don't mind. 
MAUREEN: Don't I qualify? 


SHERIFF: Great way to run a police department! Suppose the mayor dropped 


in to see...what? Lady in a quilty housecoat I do suspect— 
MAUREEN: Great deduction! Hey! we 
SHERIFF: Ssginabthatie the way she'd probably ruspver herec after your hysterical | 
phone call! that you hadda go out and make your first arrest or whatever. 

MAUREEN: I ddidin't arrest him. Didn't know I could. I mean just being an intern. 


SHERIFF: Course you can't. Only I'm empowered around here. Me! Get it? 


What if he ~resisted? 


MAUREEN: I hear. I hear. 
SHERIFF: You don't never hear! That's what I'm gonna write up on you. 
MAUREEN: There goes my average. 
SHERIFF: There it done went you mean. Went! Now what we got? You do a report? D 
MAUREEN: (pulling sheet from typewriter) Well, not my mother but Mrs. Adinolfi. 1; 
SHERIFF: That much I know already, that she's the complainant. 
MADREEN: I copied it hot, just like she said it, and then typed it up. 
SHERIFF: Yeah well we're all out of medals this week. Let me look— 
MAUREEN: Uhm could I read it to you? I'm not sure about all the spellings. 

| SHERIFF: She can't spell neitherf Par 
MAUREEN: I'll type it again! And on my own time! | 
SHERIFF: Let's hear it then. But without the usual academy award performance. a 
MAUREEN: Okay then. Low key. ‘Music fromthe minuet; camera shows a cold, | 


forbidden lake.' 


SHERIFF: 


I'm warning you Miss. 
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MAUREEN: (reading) Mrs Pasquale Adinolfi, the former pr. LucyAdele Falcone 
‘SHERIFF: We don't care about that. What you put all that down for? 
MAUREEN: She insisted. mented me to know she had taught at the college 
before that genuine Italian bought half the big lake and married her. 
SHERIFF: Society page! | 

MAUREEN: (jabbing an elbow into him) And since he died she's one 


smouldering widow. 


SHERIFF: Just the facts ma'm, And watch them there flying elbows.if you don't mind,— 


_ MAUREEN: She got ‘4 iia. feted Catan iw aoe d 2 a 

SHERIFF: You reading? 

MAUREEN: Yes. No. My error. Right. I'm quoting now. 

SHERIFF: Marvelous. This report's about an F right now. 

MAUREEN: I was preparing to retire ioe I heard a commotion on the lake. 
I thereupon switched on the floodlights and saw two men approaching my 
residence over the quite-slick surface of the ice—— eee 
SHERIFF: It's a short story Waics O'Henry or something. : 
MAUREEN: Uh, one gurgling horribly and the Speers his penis 
enormously engorged. 

SHERIFF: (lightly tapping while staring at his dripping mackinaw) 

What she teach at the college? 

MAUREEN: English Literature. 

SHERIFF: (continues staring for three beats) All right, we got a dickie waver 
We had plenty before but not at ten below. 

MAUREEN: Shall I--? 

SHERIFF: Enormously engorged! Jesus H. Christ! Excuse me. 

MAUREEN: The...dickie waver was screaming over and over, "You're gonna—"’ 


SHERIFF: Don't you say it! 


MAUREEN: Sorry. Penis flaunter? Anyway-~and now I am definitely quoting—- 


- MAUREEN: 
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~ (cont) "You're. gonna suck on this all night, Bitch! All fuckin 


night fuckin suckin bitch!" 


- 


SHEHIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
. SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF ; 
MAUREEN : 
They were 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF : 
MAUREEN : 
SHERIFF : 


MAUREEN: 


Aint that lovely? That's just lovely. 

I just wrote down wWpat she said he said. 

Yeah well just you be quiet and don't say nothing more. 

Hell I'm just getting warmed up. Fooey! You're not fair. 
Enormously engorged. I gotta get out of this work. 

Please?. Sheriff? The rest of this is legally important. 
All right. Just summarize the rest. Gonna puke in a minute. 
Ah hah! Now that's just what his partner was doing apparently. 
both quite drunk. 

Do say? Where's he? 

It's all in the report. 

I can't wait. 

Yes. Well. She, in her fright, Mrs Adinolfi— 

The former Lucy-Eileen Fannone. 


Close enough. She ran right between the drunks and to their car which 


they had driven out on the ice. 


SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF : 
MAUREEN: 


and spun 


Also actionable according to ordinance last year. 
I got that! I wrote it down. In the charges! 
You're up to D minus. 


Anyway, she took off in the car, but couldn't get control in her panits 


it around a dozen times or so. "In the hypercharged emotional 


atmosphere I had difficulty achieving the requisite control." 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 


Silly asshole. Beg pardon again. 


Not a? all. Anyway, when ge finally got the vehicle clear of the lake 


after missing our dodging and extended hero in there, she came back and hit hin, 
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~ knocking him cold. On his back fortunately. 


SHERIFF: Skip the fortunatelysand unfortunatelys. 


MAUREEN: Check. The other hero fled. 
SHERIFF: I can understand that. 


MAUREEN: But before he could get off the ice she almost got him a couple 
of times too. I alerted Deer River—in which direction he was streaking. 
SHERIFF: Have one frozen ass he gets that far. 

MAUREEN: When she finally got here, after being lost for about two hours 
of literary hysteria—— 

SHERIFF : Figures. 

MAUREEN: I got Dr. Swenson, the young one, to come over and examine her. 
SHERIFF: You're not likely to ask for the older one. 

MAUREEN: Of course she was babbling by then, besides being a pronounced 
shade of blue. .I had already been out to the lake and back and had ole 
Extendo locked up back there. 

SHERIFF: No heater in the car or her too shook to find it? 


MAUREEN: Both ... or neither. The car was full of snow. 


SHERIFF: Was what? 


MAUREEN: The two heros had been drinking most of the day and I guess when they 


got started it was mild. 


‘SHERIFF: Five above or so. 


MAUHEEN: So the other character evidentally had all his windows open 

before the storm hit. By the way I got his name from St. Paul but when 

he called he refused to acknowledge it. | 

SHERIFF: Called? 

MAUREEN: To give a character reference for El Swello in there. 

SHERIFF: I don't think one from President Truman'd help him, but I know that 


that other pervert'll come after that shitbox car after a bit. I deal with 


him then you can bet your Aunt Fanny! 


“MAUREEN: They had gone to the wrong lake. 


SHERIFF: We got a few. 


MAUREEN: Apparently the particular, uh, girl they were seeking— 

eventially some import since our local young ladies— . 

SHERIFF: You stop right there cause I heard all the filth I'm gonna from 
that report or you. Thishere's gotta be business! Professional business. 
It aint no schoolgirl game. 

MAUREEN : I agree. 

SHERIFF: You agree! You don't know what you're agreeing to! 

MAUREEN: I do too! 

SHERIFF: Criminal Science 1 indeed! 

MAUREEN: Might I go professionally on? 

SHERIFF: I already told: you no, but that #6! be a novelty. 

MAUREEN: I interpret that as a go-ahead. Whien I got there, your intern, 
to the lake, in my oun car (seventegn and a half miles at five cents a mile) 
I right away found him and put my ski cap over it. Well, first I tried to 
-seinsert it back in his trousers but I'm not that strong. Anyway the - 
pants are not quite made to handle it that way or something. : 
SHERIFF: My God almighty you shouldn't ‘ve. You're not supposed to~— 
‘MAUREEN: Emergency. 

SHERIFF: (covering his ears) That's all! That's all! . 
MAUREEN: ‘(louder) Rolled him to the car. Eccentrically. Levered him in _ 
after a bit. 

SHERIFF: You gotta dirty mind is what you got. 

MAUREEN: Aw Sheriff, have a heart! Nothing has ever happened to me. Ever! 
I'm pure. In the most technical sense. At its most narrow. uh, well theres _ 
_ some room for debate. 


SHERIFF: Shut up cause I'm not listening. Told you about my own daughter 2 
didn't I? , 


a MAUREEN: I responded by the way to a call from ue. Bert Oberman which I a 
logged in as complaint about cars and drunks on ice, Big Lake. 

SHERIFF: You hear that? That's what you was supposed to tell me first? 

That's why it's a lousy report—-the biggest reason that is. 

MAUREEN: What would you do if I cried? 

SHERIFF: Now now I-— 

‘MAUREEN: Forget it. I haven't cried yet and I won't. I throw everything 

I got into everything I do and that's all there is to it. If people 

don't like it or don't like me,then-- 


SHERIFF: Oh get off you damn high horse. I'd rather see you cry than that. 


/ 
MAUREEN: Boy would you. 
SHERIFF: Never mind any more of this, (shouts) You best wake up, young man, 
if there's your side of this anywhere} | a 


MAUREEN: He did wake up the once to beg me not to tell his mother or 
commanding officer. 

SHERIFF: He's in the service? 

MAUREEN: On his way to officers' school. 

SHERIFF: Figures. | 

MAUREEN: His plane was—~ 

' SHERIFF: (leaping up and striding) God damn! Little bitty town with once — 
in a blue is domestic disturbance or six or seven kids pissing into a lake 
_and now it's every day a circus of crime! I gotta get me early retirement. 
Nerves can't take it no more. And Doc Swenson, the old one'd sign it. 

_(He stares at the grain elevators on the calendar for two beats.) | 
MAUREEN: —-was aicunded in Minneapolis and then he stances hitchhiking. 

A meat truck brought him here. | 


SHERIFF: Must be Canadian army he was interested in, getting this far north. 


' MAUREEN: 


encountering quite a few watering places before he hooked up with the other 
hero at Frozen Assets up on Middle Lake. And that's where they hatched 


their scheme: 


SHERIFF: Goddamn disgusting shit takes the cake. 

MAUREEN: I hope not. 

SHERIFF: You cat go home now. 

MAUREEN: What'll I do about my hat? 

SHERIFF: (weariest) I'll go see. 

SKIPPER: (off) No! Please! 
MAUREEN: Goodness! It must be completly frozen in the up position, 


- like a stuck drawbridge or something. 


SHERIFF: 


a lot to do with things. 


MAUREEN: 


unusual case. 


SHERIFF: It's just indecent exposure, take away the comedy. 
MAUREEN: It's just stupidity. 
SHERIFF: That too. 
MAUREEN: TI think he's crying. 
. SHERIFF: They always cry afterwards. 
MAUREEN: He asked fifty times if I could give hima break. 1 told him I a 
couldn't but-—— we, 
SHERIFF: Uh uh, sister. That silly woman gives to both parties in this town and 


I speculated that at a point he mistook north for south while 


the other hero apparently knowing a real pro somewhere. 


Keep going on with this flip stuff and you'll see! Attitudes got 


Tell him. But I'll stop. You got to admit , though, it's an é 


in the state too. She'd be committewoman if she could do something without 
falling down. Anyways, I give himabreak and she burns up the wires to 

St. Paul and I end up getting the mayor, permanent, on my neck. He can only 
No thanks. 


handle one idea at a time and that'd be'me. So I can't see 


SHERIFF: (cont) no other way but that he got to go in front of the justice | i: _ 


and hear this complaint read. No two ways about it. After all, the woman 
saw whg# she saw and heard what she heard. 
MAUREEN: Sheriff! 


SHERIFF: Yeah Sheriff! It's what I know how to be even with every goddamn thing 


getting more awful every g day! 
MAZREEN: Now come on! T of the people in this township have 


done worse things. We bhounpl he WAL Cx ed hele 
“yf Write. hy ee 


SHERIFF: Come on now my ass! What you care about 7 ainda 


eoe 


4 qa wo lio 
SHERIFF: I'd say.bal#. /And they wasn't caught at it. 


MAUREEN: Come on now.. 


MAUREEN: Maybe I want to take it home. 
SHERIFF: I warned you earlier about those damn jokes of yours. Jesus Mary 
and Joseph the ladies are worse than the men nowadayseI swear to God they is. 
Do they all the time make dirty jokes at that damn college now? Is that 
what they do? 
MAUREEN: She's back at the lake by now. Young Doc Swenson vas gonna 

Why notgive her a call? 
drop her off./ If he answers hang up. . ei 
SHERIFF: Now wy would I ‘anne do that? For what feuneae You answer me’ that! 
MAUREEM: You're a vet. Let's get him to Korea faster. . a *. = 
SHERIFF: Keep talking. I aint listening but keep mee an not 7 
MAZREEN: She is a somewhat worldly woman and L“in-there is the All ek wate 
American boy! Boy of the month back in Connecticut. Lion's Club. “ 
He showed me his trophy. Picture of it. 
SKIPPER: (sobs) I was. Boy of the month. 
SHERIFF: Good! You/re good at showing things. You can show it to the judge. oe 
SKIPPER: (sobs) 
MAUREEN: Sheriff! Why be so mean? 


SHERIFF: You just shut up. (two beats) Arid you in there better shut up and | 


"SHERIFF: (cont) (wniapens) shut up your Kare t60% | 

MAUREEN: Hes not hearing a thing. 

SKIPPER: I!m not hearing a thing. 

SHERIFF: Comes to his senses instantly. Some don't learn so fast. 


MAUREEN: Touché , 


SHERIFF: All right. I'll try calling the crazy witch. God knows I don't 
want nothing to do with a case like this if I can help it. I'm off to the mayor's 
office. He's HL ice-fishing 80 what he don't know won't hurt him. At any a 
rate I don't wan't you two to hear what I say. 

MAUREEN: My mouth would be zipped! ‘Zipped! It'd never pass my lips. 

SHERIFF: You can't help yourself. (exiting) If he moves shoot him. 

Enormously engorged! Jesus H. Christ on a bicycle! 

SKIPPER: Oh my God! Oh my God! This isn't happening. I don't remember 

any of it. Nothing! Except cold. Awful awful cold! I...just couldn't ‘ve 

MAUREEN: We have an eyewitness. Not the most reliable but reliable enough. | 

SKIPPER: Do you really have a gun? | | 

MAUREEN: I can shoot one. You don't get soft girls up here or or or or 
whores 

sucking winwss either. You bastards with your low bastard's opinions 

of women! Boy oh boy we're gonna put the screws down on you till you howl. 

Howl! And I'll love every minute of it. And I could shoot you. Boy could I! 

And give me back my hat. Empirical evidence seems to indicate that it's 

no longer needed. | 

SKIPPER: Yes. Uh. Yes. Excuse me. Thank you. (Hat's tossed in— 
long floppy knitted cap, red, with huge bulbous multicolored tassel.) 
MAUREEN: Oh God now I'm turning scarlet. I can feel it. The perverted 
rottenness of this breaks through the comedy or something. Gets me deep. 
The human comedy. It turns us all into assholes finally. Makes us 
all expose ourselves. 


SKIPPER: What I did wasn't so— 


". MAUREEN: 0h yes it was. _And don't get encouraged... I'm using exposed 


figuratively. It's just a whatchcallit? Metaphor. 


SKIPPER: You're nice. Really you are. 


MAUREEN: “Course you operated in strictly the literal range. (giddy laughing) —~ 
SKIPPER: I never know if you're ever on my side. Not really. 

MAUREEN: Don't count on me cause I don't count. Besides I'm a police 
officer. You'd better count on Mrs Adinolfi being reasonable. But hell, 

I know she will—for a small price. 

SKIPPER: Whaaaa? 

MAUREEN: For me to know and you to find out. Like just about everything 
if I can judge from our acquaintance so far. Boy oh boy this little 
job has been an education. 

SKIPPER: I'll bet, but what did you mean about Mrs—? 

_MAUREEN: You're the first dickie waver though. Damn but you're making me 
nervous again. I'm nervous just being here with jou: This is serious shit 
you're into. Yuk! It's...awful damn sick stuff, don't you think? 

SKIPPER: Please. Don't. I'm not anything like...drunk! I got drunk . 

ai Seles or something. Holy Jesus what happened to wal Maybe I got 

a brain tumor! 

MAUREEN: Calm down now and don't worry. You just relax as much as you can. 
SKIPPER: Thanks...for everything. 

MAUREEN: You're just a pervert is all. 

SKIPPER: Do you always have the back of that hand ready? You Irish or something? 
It's meanness. 
"MAUREEN: They don't jail you for that. 

SKIPPER: They should. 

MAUREEN: You'll like our accomodations. Decent and clean but with lots of 
reminders of what a shit you are. I went through with my penology class. 
SKIPPER: God oh please God I'll do anything if only-— 


MAUREEN: If you have to be incarcerated you den ie the peivet: 

| _ SKIPPER: How—? | 

MAUREEN: When you showed me your boy of the month picture I saw your Army 

ID and it said R.C. You know, more I think about it—when I'm not disgusted 
or laughing that is—what...what you did was...Catholic. 

SKIPPER: Are you crazy? 

_MAUREEN: No! I think there was something Catholic in what you did. 

That's all. Represssion. Rules. Answers. It all makes sense. And all the 
guilt that comes with the whole freken package. And your mother. 

SKIPPER: My mother? 

MAUREEN: Like to meet her. One look. Icing ladyfingers for the priests 

in the rectory: typical Catholic sneak. And your father, milktoast 

driving the nuns in the station wagon, stopping so they can pee at Howard Johnsons. 
SKIPPER: Look! I appreciate what you're done tryite to get the sheriff 

to call that lady and your hat, but...1 just gd drunk. There's no Cath— 
MAUREEN: Nah. Uh uh. Devils fighting deep in there. Had to bust out. 

The terror of secrets secrets secrets! Bless me Father for I have ees 
gorgeous sin, infinite perversions of of of of penises and breasts and 
undulating asses stretching to eternity! Oh it was Catholic all right. 
SKIPPER: Give me the gun. 

MAZREEN: And I heard some shit that nuns won't let little girls wear patent » 
leather shoes cause their panties'd reflect. 

SKIPPER: I don't know. I don't know anything about that or or or 

anything else. I don't know anything. I'ma zero, a zero! 

MAUREEN: Now don't let the word panties throw you. It's just underwear— 
unless you're a collector. Then you can cut up the ones you're tired of—~ 


say the peach-colored—-and make bookmarks for your missal. 


SKIPPER: Oh come on! 


_ MAUREEN: Secrets. Catholic secrets. Shhhhhhhhhhhhhh! 7 


Scene 2 


On the outside of the window where snow adds to the pile on the sill in 
whipping strings, where the frusty-gold pane shudder frow time to time. 


We see only their shadowy forms inside. 


SKIPPER: He sure doesn't like me. 

MAUREEN: Who cares? He had to tak@all those accident reports home to 
straighten out. Hes forgotten you. Actually he's kind of sweet. 

Phond ay mother to get her okay. She trusts my judgement. You do 

- that early up here. | 

SKIPPER: That a blizzard out there or what? 

MAUREEN: Pretty isn't it? 

SKIPPER: That come out of you, who suggested a letter to my Someanding officer! 
MAUREEN: What finally sprung you. And he'll sever write it. God look at you! e 
You need your mommy along! No boots. Little light coat. oh well , you 

won't freeze completely by the time I get you to Mrs Adinolfi's. | 

And she won't press...charges that is. | 

SKIPPER: Thank God ! I?m gorry for everything and can't wait to take my 

face away. . 

MAUREEN: Don't mention it. Nothing happens here in winter. It made my life. 
SKIPPER: But how will I get back from the lake? . . 

MAUREEN: Don't you ever look at anybody? You would see red? hair and green eyes... 
complexion of almond rose. 


SKIPPER: Pardon? 


and now snow feathers down onto the pile on the sill, stick to the panes 


tn champaigne-colored crystals. 

MAUREEN: What I said was car full of snow oh Jesus! 

SKIPPER: Here we go again! 

MAUREEN: It's true haven't laughed my full. sheriff put a lid on me 

and then I had to guard a dangerous prisoner. All in a professional manner! 
Like a minister or a doctor or a lawyer or a whore! Professional! It's 
all as ridiculous as you are! You have to give me a full ten minutes. 
There's too much to laugh at! 1I'11 never laugh again at you~ 

maybe never again anyway, living here. 

SKIPPER: Please? Can't we go? 

MAUHEEN: She's dabbing on Evening In Paris right now. 

SKIPPER: Don't you ever stop? 

MAUREEN: Boy of the month you know shit! 

SKIPPER: It's ... immoral. She's.. -over fifty. 

MAUREEN: Christ the wonderful drunken Catholic riding around with another | 
| complete bum in a car full of snow and with hot plans for oral rape and 

now it's morality. Last refuge of the pervert. 


SKIPPER: How would you like me to make fun of you alifhe time? 


MAUREEN: I got six brothers and they're all pulling on it from morning till night. © re 


SKIPPER: How interesting. Ever hear of a one~joke play? 

MAUREEN: I live one with these damn Swedes. In their own joke a Swede is 7 
entertainment director in Hell. Gives an idea of the general gaiety hereabouts. | 
SKIPPER: I'm walking out of here now, with or without. Qocoo0! | 


MAUREEN: What? 


SKIPPER: Just started shaking. oo 


MAUREEN: someong walking on your grave. 


Pra ae 


: SKIPPER: Ie. .just’oan't take any more. “ | 
_ MAUREEN: Oh pretty my mouth and pretty my eyes and pretty oh pretty oh pretty : | 
| my hair. | oo 
All wind ceases and the pile of snow on the sill seems to be growing 


- from within itself. The golden panes bloom. 


MAUREEN: I'm Catholic too, Skipper. 
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ne Mermaid's Cape. 


Afterlight 1: f 


WW} 9y 


: Coy Me Ww fe eee 
; that kind of sun-room whioh ramb i gd rom perk Victorian hous 1 _ 

a sofa with a etek books substituting for a carved leg, “institutional- : ™~ “ 
a. between 

looking card tables and-chairs scattered \akound/the icy waves of the 

linoleum floor. This stuck-on sunporch of an older building at the 

veterans hospital in West Haven, Connecticut. 

The grimy individual panes of glass break up one surly. thunderhaad ee 

sacra piysoutdise Che round picture tube of an ancient television 


console holds that thunderhead in ghostly miniature. An unlit brass 
lamp is atop the television, a tiny bit of warmth. 

Her form_weat”by the glass panes, bulky ‘and flying, a glass door 
shook and slammed. ‘What's the idea of the dark?" san "Isn't it 


dark enough out there?" eee AM W ot mn 7 f 


‘What is it ever? The idea of dark?" His voice Aah 8 loud as | 


‘the ticking ‘@he_window panes behind her, awe she could barely make him 

out seated at a card table which contained anportable typewriter. 

"I like it,'' he went on, "this idea of yours abeut the idea of dark, 

as if there were no actual dark and you came here to share this idea, 

or rather this idea of an idea, with me. It's all so very interesting . 

but I'm unfortunately ignorant of everything I say." a : | : 
“Sometimes I just think that you talk to weary yourself." = 
"Or you?" 


“Listen! I can turn around and go!" Her clothes rustled. 
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"Listen to you!" - 


"I'm so beat anyway," as she sunk into a metal chair still some distance 


from his dim presence. . a - 
4 ; cee 
“Exhaustion and despair," cane ty s monotone, "the gold dust twins of 
were . 
middle age." And now the windows ave suddenly awash with rain which momentariy 


brightered the room, revealing to her his fatigue uni form the shirt of which 


is covered with company patches such as Ford and Jdn Deere, prve a few 
army regiments' patches, and some slogans, chief of which were 
STAY HIGH IN HELL and NAM: ONE GOLDEN YEAR. 
a They listend to the rain, droning now though huge drops were smacking 
«__8ome drain pipe nesrby. She picked up a coverless Newsweek as if knowing 


it would have no interest, tossed it away and then lurched up to go over 


oe "4 to him, peck him on the forehead, brass highlights from the lamp sliding 
| in her red hair. "I'm sorry for the actual dark," he whispered asushe sat - 
down nearer him. “When you take this new medicine you're photosensitive. 
or some medical folkshit. The doctor, another new doctor~-you'd like him, he’ 5 
from Minneapolis but a more or less happy Swede—-well he didn't tell me. | 
q read up on it in the mediaal library. eed a green scrubsuit and 
look like a battered doctor." 

"You know all o® the tricks by now." 

"Too many. Anyway, they're using it on some of the Agent orange kids 


too. You're sitting in Agent Orange Headquarters pea now, me banging — 


out ten letters a week with two ‘popsickle fingers.” VE c p \A war {2 
"Didn't some of that swelling go down?" | 5S emg Ve Po 
"Never. But I'm don't even think about it anymore. ee ee kids. 


as their expiring lobbyist. wv 
_ have given me one last shot at life/ One of them even gave | me this uniform. © 


Isn't that something?" 
"After years of stylish army pyjamas I don't know what to say." bo). a 
—e hs 1h, MO. «gee 
bbcate & by 
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His chair chattered across the cold linoleum: as he boned a little : 


in his enthusiasm. ‘SHe!s wearing tem now so I can wear this. That's their 
‘It's 
They'd give you arything. / Why they were just right 


for Nam. My generation ate shit, steaming. That! 


trouble, these kids: 


8 why we were just right 
_ for Korea." . 


Her muffled icine ierenke pe ile. of her clothing: "I can't say 


I'm in the mood for any of your ctures, Skipper." aa 


"Z never am. HOw are the children?" 


"Same." : / 
a + OO . 
"Waiting for slow old Mister Death. 


<7 2 


The bells have been tolling forever, 


through the dozéns of drugs and hopes. Ah the endless fugue of the dance 


of death, sucking life from me the dancer even as it's sucked from all 


of you till we all of us are victims of deepest down bone-exhaustion. a hy) 


wn ‘ 
And some mornings the pain in just lifting one finger when I beg to go.. 


I'm...cried Sate A body ty Of, Ze 


"Now try not to cry. know it's selfish of me but...I can't take it, : a 
She didrilt move as he wrenched up towards her, but 


just — x 
jute dragged himself 7 


around the area of his cardtable desk. "All these years married to an 


eggplant. My God I almost got you to laugh. When I think of the way 


we started, the see eh oraziness\ /Long long ago as the sun runs and 


Mets, ee: 

runs and runs—-past ice’ lakes...past fire O OMW [ptf 
——~———''But you did arn me then that Someone was walking on my grave.'' } oh 
: s, "Just," ei she patted smooth her cape and skirt, "an expression." 


an, 
The rain peat on TUS drainpipe w. 


"The g 88 must -be worn off it by now." Bios 


"Never mind all that now. Tell me why you have to hidein the dark?" 


me. TZ, 
. 
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“NIP I go into the light,” ghe sat, "I'1] ‘die. Blotch to death. actually a 


I mts this photosensitive baloney from the tube here, a show they 
pipe ini for the doctors." 
" | "That thing's a museum piece." has el. 
"If you wish a short history of technology sige technology-ts killing me— 
all pictures tubes ‘used to be round like this. Zenith just decided not to — | 
mask it WE ear, Theré can't be many of these left. Just this one in 
my office-bedroom and a couple retained at Indian reservations I figure 


-Gince they see all of nature in a circle." 


your office and bedroom?" 
"Right. You can always extract the least interesting topic. Anyway, 
I got permission to live and work here, the crank, the advocate, bridge 
between Korea and Vietnam. I'm forgotten, and they're a pain in the ass, 
these Nam kids. In another ten years or so some other kids can can get 
their balls shot off and it'll be the Nam vets forgotten. But I'll be long 
long daad by then. You know, my mother never raised her boy to be 
a soldier, and my father was a soldiér for my mother's genteel causes. 
He deserves rows of eedals: ‘A typical American hero of nothing. 
‘Dad still comes around to see the kids. He's so sweet. But she won't." 
| "The impending divorce. Catholic." | | . 


"Whatever. i it's not quite final yet I guess you know." 


ee 
"It's Pinal’: You' re to go out and get a real husband, not an eggplant. 


He struck a key on the typewriter for emphasis and she wrapped her arms 

around herself, the shadows of raindyops running along her white hands. i 
"No. I'll never marry sein: Oe iset want to live alone. With the kids — wu 

until they leave and then alone. I...want to talk to myself about everything 


for years and years. I don't think I'll ever stop because there's so 


much I want to say, so much I want to ask myself. I know that I'm divorcing yov 
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and divorcing that part of my life. I know that I'm doing that and that 


I must do it...but I don't know why. Not exactly. When I'm alone Tl] get the 

chance to ask myself why about eee. Can you understand that, Skip?" 
He had been shuffling over to the windows and now was tracing the 

humped top of a thunderhead cloud, the raindrops stippling his fatigues, and 


ope, patch STAY HIGH IN BELL glowing with ned, fluproscent, WeSSD"E alt ANB Let GoD 
Ff "understand it? Nope. Ask yourself why about everything ? Why bother? /SORT EM OUT. 

Cayse there's no why in any big sense. I'm here becayse 1 stumbled into some 

primitive military expgrimant years ago which turned ‘me into a kind of mush 

as the years Waites 4 why didi: God or Fate or whatever fuck me over 

that greviously? The more I though about it the less I knew. The more 

you think the léss you know. The more you find out the less you know." 

She shook her hedd, the slight aivement of her clothes making 
him turn from the window to her. "I know I'll find the answers for 
myself. Not for you, not for anybodelse. But for myself yes!" 

He peed et her but his eyes instantly lost focus. "You'll marry 
again. For life. No eggplant this time." 

"No way, Skipper!" 

“And what" his arms flew out, palms up."do we say at this final, still - of 
point? What is there to say?" ; - 

"Its been said and resaid." 

‘My Maureen O'Hara!" He started for her but stumbled, catching himself | 
fiercely, indicating as she tried to rise, that she shouldn't help him; 
then.he shuffled painfully back to his chair at the card table, her | 
cleging her eyes as he gripped the table for a full minute, then fell MER! 
tym the metal chair. "Like her. The redhead," he gasped. "Beautiful 4 | 
and cheeky. Oh pretty you, hair... yor tol Wc. 3 “Ay } 


“Don't. Forget it. It's the past. It's hard gnough now with the divorce..." 
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"Forget the Catholic bit yourself," he whispered. “It was easy to 


| promise then, bursting with crazy life. How could we anticipate? 
How could they? They're not in the anticipating business. Let them 
walk through hell in their brocaded vestments or through a jungle of bleeding 
kids, or be on the ward when they bring these shrieking grunts in. Hell, they 
could swing a little incense out of the golden censor. The Head's ‘'d love it." 
‘Why blame them, the Church?" | | 
"I blame everybody!" 
"why?" 
' "Cause everybody aint enough!" 
"another dead end. Do you talk about these things with your psychiatrist?" 
He let his forehead fall to the typewriter. "Endlessly." 
: "Poor Skip. My poor old Skip." ; A 


rit) 
‘Excuse me while I cut through your pity in order to die. ...ooops, 7 


didn't work that time. I'm getting better." 
The Light=mad darkened in the old sunporch and when te lifted his 
head from the typewri e looked dead to her, his face white, his eyes 
flat reflectians of the surly clouds outside. He slowly pwhed the keys _ 
on the typewriter by twos and threes to make a jam. But then quickly 
unstuck them and turned fully to her. "No. I won't play. This...your last visit ." 
"Skip! I Seetainiy intend to-—"' 
"No. I wouldn't want you to. Let's join us by light anyway." 
“#e Glicked onthe brass lamp and a weak orangy light flowed down. "What is that? 
He made a great effort to focus his eyes. "It's a... cape! I believe in 
_ miracles! Excgt the one that these doctors might be right once in their 
treatment of choice. But religious miracles yes!" 


"Wow dont jump back on religion." 


oe : "Well it's folklore really. It's just that your cape will make our. 
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4 


parting easier, will exelain to vou by logic anid to me by ee 

"I got it in a thrift shop near Yale. A few dollars." 

"A steal! You be careful I don't steal it now." 

"And what did you read that brings this on?" 

"I don't read," he sweeps one arm. "I let it flow in. It joins 
other seas. 

"Whatever." 


"Whatever it's...whatever...I." He was furiously rubbing his 


eyes with the back of his hands. 
"Skip! Stop that!! 
"oh. Sorry. Ever...in the movies when the film stops and you see 
‘ frame burning. Just this now one burned on me. One burns every day. 
Clockwork. It's my clockwork. If I were good in Math I could tell 
- you how many I have left." . 


N help you," she whispered the rain whipping the glass. a 
Y +nan ’ ; 
"He has done OK to me, but back to folklore and why the cape makes 


everything easier. “ 4) & 
"Maybe God led me to buy it." She adjusted the Cape around hergneck. 
"Did he offer to pay too? C'mon God! You never buy a fuckin round! 
Why you so cheap? I take it back! Hes been known to spring at the | 
country club. ue Likes a better class." Ah hah and even a hint of 
a smile from my Maureen O'Hara." | 
"You'll never quit!" 
"Have. And when they lower me down I hope it's nice weather for you 7 
and the kids." | | 
"If you're busting with a story or something, why don't you go 
ahead aa say it?" 


"Story of my life. Always exposing myself. Now don't look at your. : 
watch again." 
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oS _ “Easy for you to say." She drew her white arm into the cape. 


"Everything'd be easy to say if I could just give up trying to . 
connect things.'"' 7 - : 

"A little leaping, old Bucko." 

“Ah now you are my Maureen O'Hara in The’ Quiet Man." 

"I got the red hair is alli. Look at this thick body plumped down on 
this stupid chair in this...hellish damp." 


_ "This is the last story I 1 ever tell you and when I finish you'll 
leave with an oVerbrimming heart cause you ahve to go back to the old stories _ a eh 
- to find a heart. And because of the story you'll never come back here. 
You'll never come back." 
| What happens at such a time? When a truth is recognized which could 
never have been spoken of before this instant? oe sounds of life swim in, 
amplified, the rain outside,the creaks of their chairs, the old noroh 
shifting in the gusts of windgsg.S aly, ost 3an Ccho ds ie Words 
"Oh Skipper," she was crying, "I heard other stories from you and they—" : 
"Stop!" He put up his hand like a traffic cop and it looked even more 
pale and swollen in the dim glow from the brass lamp. "Too weak for you, Maureen! 
You're my fighter and I don't want to hear you give up." 
"I've done all I've could," she sobbed. "Its finished me, Skipper. 
You have!""' She daubed at her cheeks with the cape. | 


“It's an Irish story, thus one ig-OG=boriés: In the cold bones of | 
the world." 


"And how pmuch is parody? You're picking up the bullshit brogue 
already." 
a can make fun of most things but not this one. There's a salt 
stamp down in it, a sing like the sea's lash." 


“This is not the way you talk." 
"It's talking through me." 


| "I used to be able to tell, how much you were ‘making fun. Whatever... 


_I*ve got to go soon. I don't want the kids to be eating TV dinners. 


It's the one resolve I've been able to hold to.’ 


He pointed athick finger to the windows wheverain was washing, bubbles 
in the breaks §é the putty like tears. "It was the dark chill of a washing-down 
- day like this when—" . 
Her white hand shot out from the cape. "I cantstand this bard." 
‘What you're witnessing is a melting. Since everthing melts in me 
courtesy of my lingering disease ,why then this story has melted too 
‘and I'm it." 
| "You got ten minutes." 

"World versus art." 

"Five." | 

"Enough. W@il there }ythis Irish farmer goes out to fish in some 
freezing green and ali ppery seaweed place somewhere, some some Irish rock in 
piercing cold gray, and he discovers a mermaid. You laugh?" 

She pushed her red hair back to stretch hee forehead. "Oh sometimes | 
a woman gets e+e hammered out so by life that this kind of, I don't know, 
female of the fancy, of whimsey, cheers one a bit. Something like that." a 

She sat very still at the eave of the weak lamplight; he went on | | | 
with his story, the cadtable almost dancing as he gripped ‘it, the jacket, 
with its numbgrous patches johaking. . . 

"She has placed her beautiful caped beside her while she combs her hair, 
the cape woven of seaweek and flowers and studded with shells and coral and 
irridescent fish peer of mine 

"For whicl{this nis a poor substitute." 

"Well he watched her on that black rock, this farmer, but he especially 


watched that cape for he knew its magic, of course, that she'd have to 


~~ geome and do his bidding if he got it. So when she fanned out her 
~ tresses and turned to get the most of the breeze he seized it, and 
ae 
commanded that she go back to the farm with him. 


‘Did he carry her or did she sort of flop down the byways?" 


"He commanded her to aeare an ordinary woman of course--" 
t ae ; 
"But with a hell of a past." { Y 


'Ehe magic inkhe gue this easy enough." 
"So she got her two legs and trouble in between. Hardly a magic 
result." 
"If you wish." The lamplight seemed brighter cain the panes 
being thick with black rain. New drops pocked in with .v. audible snaps. 
"It's your story," she sighed. 


"Half. Well she became the farmer!s wife and worked and worked of course 


and had child after child. Good Catholics onthe grimmest of lands." 
“and her always trying to get that cape back." 


"You know her well, Maureen." 


‘what choice do we have? A man steals your very nature away. ce, 
Anything in your power to get it back." ae | - PT oa 
“He hid it every day before he went out to the fields and she spent , cae. C 
what time she could searching. But one dank and odie Seawind morning : | : : 
he got careless, one of the children, a girl, seeing him bury it 
under the thatch of the cottage, reporting it to her mother, the oddity | 
of what she had seen her father do. And witp him still heading to the 
fields, the knuckles stull blue and freezing on his red and purple and ~ i 
freckled Irish hands, she a up penal | . , 
"Get it!" hide jeoPR bio, bbe /eape' "Fix the sonofabitch! " | : 
"She is soon enough sliding into the gray-green sea, that cape blowing 
gorgeously behind her." 


ar ra rn hss cays "a ee ag eH ae Tobe yy 
q Ai, as re ae Oe eo ‘se rr ad 
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f eo" ‘ 


he hod‘: now she shows nines full white face as aie leans forward, tears : 


? apleaniper Lise the agy linoleum. "And the children? rc le 


thick brute?'' 


His voice became spooky and grating. "They endured. The way we 
all do. | 


“But they he stay out of the sea since she'd drown them of course." 


(tek love ‘pnd anger. Teateko=bheedemminescvesse_wemercens 


ee To kill them to have them to love then, 


to entirely posses them. To hurt him. To hurt him whatever the cost. 


Oh how all the ideas spin and spin in my head! You must get loose of that. 


pve reed 


‘You must get loose of everything." 
She rose at his falsetto voice, her chair clattering away. 


He stared after her, wet gusts flapping his clothes 3 ylong after 
her leaving, until a draft finally blew the door shut. 
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| that either: | 
—— Old grandma didn't miss aA: "Look at them kids! They're drunk!" 


ig dark wind lifted her, billowing her polka dotted skirt, and 

trned her sideways. Through the crook of her elbow I could see in 
miniature the lady from the open trolley kissing the distracted baker, 
her tongue far far extended and glistening purple through the smoke and 
dusk. 

"Look at all of that," her words joined the rushing wind as we ran 
on. Aren't they stupid? And we're suppose to be the children." 

At that point I continued Saying nothing, musing even in our 
acrid flight that I had never held a female hand this tightly. I let go 
with “Hey I really gotta get home. My mother..." 

"Uh uh!" and she was behind me, pushing. "I have to thank you 
in a minute." | 

Jesus thought I. 

She eventually pushed me—when I stopped resisting—through the jagged 
arch left by the impartial shattering of the bakery window, spears of | 
glass glistening with the glowing purple light of that early evening. 

She dusted off a danish against her blouse, blew on it, handed it to ne, 
he-motioned for me to follow her yee I thought I understood her strength 
when she looked pretty much likea boy from the rear. When we got to the 
workroom ia~the-rear she pulled a long piece of white wrapping paper off 

a roll, ripping it off slowly on the stationary knife which was part of 

the fixture which held it. She placed the paper on a table and tried 

to lift me up to it. Thet—wae Lmpossible of course so I got up on the wable. 
by my own power. Then, among the barrels af flour andebese she took the a 


danish from me and broke off infinitesimal pieces, pinching off each tiny 
tiny piece and putting it into my mouth. She was liking me with her 


coarse silently whispering lips and closed eyes and nondescript brown hair. 


3 . a. 
July 27, 1953 — Treaty at Panmunjohn, Korea 


54 


I knew that ‘they had fucked up their little exercise, that they 
thought they were miles from any GIs. With their fuckin shooting-around 
blotches of white fire! 

It ee Cae ae that's why I'm so fuckin happy it never happened. 
Like a lot of things that happened and it's nice to know they didn't 
right? That's what they call History. 

But ididn't happen and Skipper doesn't check into a veterans hospital 
every mnth or so for tests. He's mwa by now. Pe et about 
_ five strep throats a year, but I don't. [{ 

Didn't some Hitler doctor pour concrete into cunts? Hansetion* 11 
save the world. Aint it a strange love though? 

Soon the three men will sleep, their heads on the table; the deer 
will be gone. "Skipper!" he will spout in his sleep and the other 
two will mumble. Fand then he'll whisper "Nickey oh little Mickey. 

Let me go down in the water with you where you drowned. I'll go dow 


in the water there and tell you I love you.” 


oe 


Through one of tose horizontal spring days_Se®-of waves of pink and 
white petals and their sudden perfumes——along with whirling paper and grit. 

I rgn through the sweet odors; once in what seemed an endless cloud of creamy 

to 
petals I halted tuc unwrap newspapers from my legs. Another time a tiny 
' glass needle ange into my cheek at the precise moment the flying day 
Qe ery 

orarily-te—night: 


I resumed running in that darkness, towards a trolley car l-watedt-to 


~“SEtCH which the sunlight was apddding over, rendering it a buttery toy 


at the end of my vision. I slowed my steps when I saw it was just standing 
there, the motorman doing something to the cable that‘: held the trolley mechanism 
to the overhead wire. In a second a newspaper was blown into him, surroun#ed 

his head as he flashed obese with a butcher knife. I saw then, splaying 

out in the racing sunlight, the frayed ends of a few strands of that cable. 

He went back to his sabotage, reflections of the knife skipping across the 

milky blue of the nearby tavern window. When I got closer I could see | 

the window had been pushed in, was resting against a barstool a foot or so 


inside the tavern. There were large brown pieces of glass from brewn-whiskey 


- bottles on the pavement along with a jigsaw assortment of other pieces, and 


through all of this a small man with a soaking-wet apron down to his shoetéps 
itself 
was walking a straw broom, f bright as sun,as the gine was still hacking 


ferociously away at the trolley cable. , J \ WS 4 
| then P i 
And when I aprived ty hopping -into light, he had joined the bartender on 


the sidewalk and was trying to wrestle the vroon $e im, At first it 


seemed an earnest struggle te-me but they were hooting and laughing; 
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finally they let it skitter off, soon toasting each other with fifths of 
whiskey, both laughing again as the motorman punched at the swirling dirt and 
paper with the hand holding the bottle, then licked the hand to capture 
the whiskey that had been sloshed, the tawness of which thrust ‘os my 
nostrils as I ran past them, jumping over the broom and barely keeping 
my balance on the slippery glass,with the bartender offering his bottle 
_——~ and doing his own shuffling pantomime at me ” 

As patches of cornyellow and bruise-colored light waved over us I rushed 
I on to intercept another trolley line curving in three blocks further. Their 
| laughter followed me upon the wind but I wondered if they were ladghing at me 
or at a bum who was running back and forth inside the trolley car, the removable 


ve 
control handle in his ss nna hand, and making what he conceived to be trolley 


noises. 
I ran harder to outrace that laughter, past workmen and their wives sitting 
on porches and listening ot the radio » eatlally big consoles with round dials 


hauled out from living rooms for the occasion. I tho#ght then that the rooted ’ 


stolid couples looked like photographs in Life Magazine. 

They strained to catch the source of that laughter chasing me. but it 
was washed out by shrieking cacaphony growing towards us from the trolley I 
hoped to catch. . 

I jumped off the curb to run between the tracks, thinking to beat what I could 
see now was an open trolley to the convergence point; then I could run directly 
ahead of it to the stop. I was at the point of giving up because of it crisp 
pace but when it reache the curve leading onto my track it had to slow 
drastically, almost tipping, the people inside rushing to the high side with “5 : 
a cry of whoa. The car was headed YALE sae ea only line still to have | 


oir? 
but it was head: downtown of course, so these roisters could 


bring their%eletration to the one which reached me asa sort of 


\ | Cho the. leraex- one wh 4 


as — 


C\es8 


pwae? 


THREE YOUNG MEN WATCHING A COLOR TELEVISION SET WHICH HAS A TWISTED 
UW/ 


‘WHITE CLOTHES HANGER FOR AN ANTENNA. 


CONTAINING A FEW DRIED FLOWERS WEIGHS END. THE PICTURE ‘Is SNOWY 
_ AND SLIPS OFTEN, BOTH VERTICALLY AND HORIZONTALLY. IT RESEMBLES 


TINTED MILK AT TIMES. ‘ 


We shouldn't watch this. 


ae ok Why not? — - five vaed 
werd fuck it up. Be See pup , 


outs the Se seite: 


No, you're wrong, Doc. These poor suffering fuckers might have to go right 


back to Vietnam and be prisoners all over again on account of us. Better 

shut it off. I got fuckin enough to be sgaponetbis for. i” . 
(AN ORANGE SWATH OF LIGHT SPLASHES IN UNDER A alee BLIND OF THE APARTMENT BALCONY, 
BLEACHING OUT THE PICTURE EVEN MORE. ) 


| See! We're spilling California into that thing: fltmey Siashy sleazy comtating 
electronic Fluid. : . 
Here's Kissinger saying something. | 
Only a commercial, Jack my boy. He's offering his bronse~coated shit to -_ : fe ae 
other Jews; Why don't you take him up on tt, Doc? | | 


I don't wear it on my sleeve. 
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Here they come down the rae Could've been ne. ae 
I led a charmed life in Nam. 
Heroin. 
Plus other forms of shit. 
Give me your tired— 
your whores-~- 


Well will you look at old Sarge there. stripes 


and stripes and stripes. r never raised ny | 
dad to be a acldier. nee | 

: He's a hardass, yes? Like your father, Jack? . 

‘Shut the fuck up will you Doc? His bnether was a softaass in Canada. 

It balances out. 
One of our boys in Canada! That was my good brother 


Mickey! Salute! 


And he died there did your Mickey. Why don't you give him a medal, Nixon? 
That's Canada. We dortt oun that yet. Not entirely. | ‘ 

Ig that who that is? Tricky Dicky? How can you tell with that picture? 
We hear crying. : ek = : 
Mickey was a saint. ‘He did what I was afraid to aoe ce | 
I went to Vietnam like a good little PUPPY, es 


Sergeant-Daddy's good little puppy. 


Saint? ‘Maybe yes maybe no. Probably maybe. Give me one of those beers Doo.’ O a | 
Give? Everything has its price. But here you go. But we are not E 
amused, Coffee. ee ; 

Yuk! Diabetic piss! Califuckinfornia brew. Mat 
And that, Coffee, is not of the moment. What is is sNixon or whoever: 


can't get that medal on that...captain? 


: Open your mouth a little wider, Jew. Then I oan put my cock in it--pay you 
for the beer fair and round. 
| My brother painted Sancecapes Utah! The west! 
Beautiful! Jesus! 
Except for the moral landscape. 


Heavy! He-av-yyyyyyy Dec! Is something stuck up in your kikey ass? 


ie iv Coffee, you are far beneath contempt. It is why I am drawn to you. 
| I don't know...it's not just that you're an anti-semite or a : 
slime-snorting pig. It's much much more. You disgust me so entirely 
that I can't stay away from you. Your depravity transcends. | 
ithe Chosen People by A. Hitler. Now available in paperback, cassette, LP, 
and t-shirt. And tf you call right now-~! 
Nixon or whoever is still struggling with 
| that captain. | 
_Waota Leading? valor 


Let's turn it off. I been there. 


rt J / 
How were the sluts? : in 
Like us. 


; No better than that? Shit! 


I don't want to sound interested, but what was it like, Vietnam? a ie 
Coffee already touched upon it. : : 
“What I tell you fuckin Doc? I know tt all. Regular California prophet. oe 
They'll make me a sais Go I stop jerking off. | oe 
Or maybe jast promise to. 
Nam was the Zenith Chromacolor at Mom's. | 


Explode a gook for Mother's Day. 


I walked into the news one ce Fuckin cables_ Le . we 


all crisscrossed on the ground and Dan Rather and : a 


Howard K. Smith. ‘Who are you?". they fuckin hiss. Hii ! 


Keep your facte etraight. 


Commercial value. 


That's a disgrace! ‘ 


Fuckin longhaired hippy is what you is. 


With all the other fatso facist cop ~voyeurs shooting into. their leiderhosen. a 
Next time you'll get a haircut. 


It was probably just a young Republican. 


a ade alae oor at Nea aR ie Seles tans acces Maes 
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When it became time to leave : r. went to Saigon to : “3 


~ look up the achedule. - Actually it was on the. 


back of the card Dan Rather give me. 
We rely on that in this country. It's how we lie. 
I looked up the next execution of little guys 


in black pyjamas cause I knew they'd cover 


that. 


Got to the early show and went suck! right into 


a Norelco color camera. Fucked if I didn't end 


up falling right out of a RCA monster of another 


camera in Grant Park Chicago where I'm choking 


on gas and tripping on cables. And there are 

four thousand fuckin lights this tine! Cops and 
cops, some tooking like my daddy, are clubbing 
the living shit out of ne! ‘Hold off you motherfuckers! 


I'm a veteran of fuckin foreign wars! 


Well I'11 tell you I'm just blood and gristle by - 
then. I'm on my hands and knees drooling out a 
little lake of blood and spit. when one of the 


officers is trying to get ny pants down so ae x ae 


can ram his club up my ass. 


Where's Walter Cronkite? I scream. He'll stop this! y 
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And you neither Jew nor black? i 
| I blink in all of the fuckin mercury lights. 
I'm a grunt here to die I tell them. 


Aren't we all? 


What the fuck else or gotta jecio: right? 
Then this old fashioned ball-breaking sergeant 
like my daddy screams GET THE FUCK OUTA HERE! _ 
You got no makeup. | . | 
_ And all of yas keep your fuckin heads down! 
Well they got pretty conciliatory then cause 
they needed me. Dan Rather even give me a 
. CBS pocket calendar. - } 
Witha real eye embedded in it. | 
| It was then that I got to feeling pretty good 
about war. You just wait around for cues. nite o 
: But don't be too agressive. It's TV's war. : | 
It just sees what's there. That's all Folks. : 7 | . . 
No way Jew amigo. That boob tube looks out at a mirror. Mirrors looking at : oe se 
mirrors ad infinitum. Where's truth in that? Where's justice? You're lucky _ 
to escape with your anti-balls. 
That's life. . : 
How the fuck would you know? | ne 
I floated around the rural portions of Nam, always : . 
ina Gloud ef white powder. “that they coulan’t oe 
photograph me. | | 
Good thinking! 


oO fega as 


| . Keep your facts straight. We rely on that in thie country. It's how we lie. 
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When it became time to eave. IL went to Saigon to 


~ look up the schedule. Actually it was on the 


back of the card Dan Rather give me. 


eae intaiced o eae nai ds. 


ROT Sa woh iy 


I looked up the next execution of little guys 


in black pyjamas cause I knew they'd cover 


that. 


Commercial value. a. ; 
| Got to the early show and went suck! right into 
a Norelco color camera, Fucked if I didn't end 
up falling right out of a RCA monster of another 
camera in Grant Park Chicago where I'm choking 
on gas and tripping on cables. And there are 
four thousand fuckin lights this tine! Cops and 
cops, some zopking like my daddy, are clubbing 
the living shit out of ne! ‘Hold off you motherfuckers! 


I'ma veteran of fuckin | foreign wars! 


That's @ disgrace! 

Fuckin longhaired hippy is what you ts. . | —— 
Well I'll tell you I'm just blood and gristle by 
then. I'm on my hands and knees drooling out a. ” 
little lake of blood and spit when one of the. | 
officers is trying to get my pants down so he oA me, 


can ram his club up my ass. 


With all the other. fated Jacist cop -voyeurs shooting into. their Leiderhosen. oe a 
Next time you'll get a haircut. 


It was probably just a young Republican. 


Where's Walter Cronkite? I scream. He'll stop this! _ 


Where's spiro ignant ect 
He was there! We found him on the replay seiting garlic, big strings of paktion _ 
around his neck, walking among the flocdlights and potfand bomb-smoke in | 
sandals, stepping over bodies. . 
I think that's him now. On the tube. 
Dicky's kissing him Prench. Should be Greek. Nixon always fucks up the protocol. . 
Dicky's got a Military~Industrial complex. . 
Shut up a fuckin minute! Spiro's gonna pronounce syllables. 
| | I'd frag that fucker! 
Goddamn him! I had a humungous fuckin hardon before he greased up the screen. 


And now its sunk dou in my pants right at the entrance of the whores here. 


_- Inrony in everyday life. —— 
Kur TWO \GERLS ‘ENTER. 


| And what are your names for today? Tonight you fly back East with an orgy 7 ae 


under your seatbelts but for now you are--? 
- Angela and Cheruba. — 
: The pure and the fat. 
~4nd fuck you too you unpatriotic ane ceenaniet pls fucker.’ eo 
Interesting command of the idiom, | but why 80 angry? : 
ater mother was raped to end World War Two. 
It worked. 
Round up the usual suspects. 
zJust let me spread out the goodies. 
| Start with your legs. 
Jack! I'm surprised at you. You veterans should have more respect for each wa 
other. Ah ha} cheruba:! Who were you last night when I royally fucked up SeN 
the orgy? And bye the bye I thank you two for veturning, and obviously _. o : 


taking leave of your senses. 
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ers O. taking the fifth about last night. 
_-Me three. Oan't remener a thing. 


~Two or three things maybe, but not one, 


Nothing happened last night, fuckin Coffee, 
Cause you went bannanas. 
in Cheruba's Pees hand! 
“An understatement but look at those lovely pills/ PRR Be be ON 8 


A veritable rainbow! 


I'm sticking with red white and blue—a patriot's 


sundae. Glmph! I feel like I'm shrinking! 


‘Good! That'll rule out the foolish orgy. I like my degradation slow, over 


Jong ) long years. I'm female. 
Good! Give me another handful. My whole body's getting gvickly sucked up 


into my cock. I'ma walking talking hardon. 
7And I though you were wearing a purple Sherlock Holmes hat. 
.- Literary! 
-I'll take one to go. . 
- Why not stick around and eat it here? 
~You know all of you really make us puke, 


but especially you, Goffee. but—- 


we admit it—you were the grossest, most sophomorish. pigs we coud find in Leds . 


7 Then it's back to the convent. 
Hey what do I care for your good opinions? I'ma grunt. Here to die. 
We're all grunts. 
Hey what's in these pills? licen ih 


I fuckin near just allowed my. tongue. 
_ “They attack the central nervous system. Macrame it. 


I'll buy that. 


Shit yeah. Everybody needs a hobby. 


—\Mbow Doc! you sounded like 60ffee then. 


“pon't take too many pills, Doc. We don't want you to end up ‘Like Coffee. i 
‘You woulin't like to be like him would you? 


Intensely. Never to care? I want never to care like that. . 


You just listen to Father Coffee, Jew. Convert and we'll save the world . 


“Convert what? 
Nothing. 
| “Beactly! 
These things are mercury! . 
I hope aot “But look! I'm shaking all over. Ooccops, there 
go my art appreciation cells—burnt right out! And there went 
my bowling ‘cells. 
‘That aint Cricket. 


Ugh! Why don't the some e? 
joey bv 
Never mind that, fast eclipsing fast-fading Jack. serve the} Jew's natural 


Doc ie 
PRYETR They're born with it. He stops! Just oo you notice huis he stops. , 
I say, is that the return of Spiro ,to dne tube? e 


~How can you tell? 
- “You get pretty lousy reception, oe 
Pay up, Jew, are Sptro's after you. He knows you're the New York Times. : : “ 
You gotta nickel for ole Jew-Nigger Doc, ‘Sir? Ma'm? 
~Yuk! Keep away from me, Doc. 
Question of taste. . She don't like oil. Ls Bee = 
~You're all so low-down dirty disgusting! So completely diggusting! ‘I mean _ 
we came out here to take a fling but we never hoped for anything bm low. . 
You aint seen nothin yet! This ‘tal tfornia, rotten and seedy and crumbling and | 
smelling of maggotty garbage in the fuckin hammering-down sun, Sliding into . 


the sea like an ot1 slick dotted with rubbers. 


: Those plates are grincing under us right now. PORTS ever forget it. 
hose fault is that? 

You can be witty after you're fucked, Angela. 

~I can't wait. 

| cNor I. Who'll drive us to the airport? 

What makes...think alive? 

: Go bdok into you coma, Jack. 

Oh oh: Last night you promised no rough stuff. 

-Its been nice. 

: Relax. Jump jump seme -patate,' to...statée. 
Fuck geography. Its what Produced Cal ifornia. 

_ -Brilliant but hardly reassuring. 

You Just don't. worry about anything, Cheruba. I'll take care of you Peek: 
and often. Shit! You Just gotta lay there and let those earthquakey 
Plates move under your jelly ass. . 

-You're a pig! Youth all pigs. And you're getting nothing from us. 

~We got decent boyfriends. } 


Queer. 


Jack-sleepy-Jack!. Shame on your obsolescence. Gay! we say now. And don't * ee 


knock it. 


pou 


~ Don't forget. .vearth. swhatshisface. . quake. ae 
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Coffee! Don't tell me you've turned , on top of everythi Sies? oe 
Coffee!-—-—DonLt-—teli-me “4 1y¢~tumed-—Jay-on-top—of-ovenythng aiseny 


I'll try anything twice because everything belongs to me, the whole world, 


male and female too, belongs to me--since I got tits anda cock. If I 
could fuck myself I wouldnt be here. And all of you are no better. 
There is none righteous, no not one. 

~A good starting point. We've mostly come to raise your consciousness. 


-This is a public service announcement. 


oor 
3 er 
49 9 et yeaa dat iad 


"fhe feminist shit again. Hail all hail. 


--efor lesbo. 


+ shomians:. something. 


Listen! I'm with you all the way. 


Translated that means he's angling for a blow job. — 


—Doc you are positively naughty with your 


I can't see out of my right eye. 


. You're lucky he didn't stay longer. 


Logic is a California victim. 


old-fashioned winking. 


~Can't we change the alleged subject. Bore! 


Right now we're getting unnecessarily bitter and extraordinarily down. 


You can get too depressed to fuck you know. And miscellaneous.’ Xill ot, the 


race faster than the loveltest radioactivity. 


~Is that what happened to you last night? 


Got too far down? 


ZI remember that we were embarking onto some uplifting territory.” 


: -Sure,. ° 
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' That's cause your father Sucked half of Warsaw before he got appointed to UCLA. 


. what the hey, Angela and Cheruba, and whatever your names were last SMEeRes 


aa When my naughty brain flowed right out, I say right out! of» my Ackin car, = 


and I was obl iged to chase it around the room Did I catch it by the bye? 


ae ~Have you yet? 


Twas but an hallucination due to the cheap materials eupplied by you, 


Doctor. Never bring anythig from the hospital again. You pay for er yu 


get in this vale of tears. 


-You were very frightened, Coffee. For all yow talk you were as scared 


as could be. Freak-out city! 


It was so awful I think I'll leave. 


_ Part of the course. Part of the course. 


Girtiest decadence, the absolute grunge. 


you two came out here for the 


And you're getting the semester : 


mee in a few Piligisrack Gave: him Going to supply to oe an orgy tonight - 
80...Well 80 memorable that in fifty years orck now the undertaker won't 
be able to get the smile off your faces. 
~that's my father. | 


Your business. Although, all-all-though, I'm thinking that this fact 
could be important in the future. 


' «It usually is. 


I mean for us! I'm thinking. I'ma virtuoso of these things--the brain, 


\. the cock, the tongue. See the action of this tongue, ladies? Watch closely 
nous. Not to be vulgar but dost thou feel thy clits squirm? 
~Oh Jesus I am mad to come in contact with it. 
2 -Fuck him. Just drop that lying organ right into my lil ole pussy! 
~Jeanette! . 
Don't blow her gover: Leave that to i. Hmmm. Some great white shape is — 
presently sitting doum on my right brain lobe. . 
You're killing yourself. | 
I'm @ grunt ners to die, Jew. 
; Even you | should get sick of the Jew stuff. Can it! 
Adolph should ve.’ ‘Would've. made a youn. , 
“And you've appropriated unconscious Jack's ne Line. 
exnd do you have to be vomit-inducing in everything? | 
I'm sorry. I keep forgetting that you women are predate students. "Another 
reason, Re sOae rus. that an unsophisticated gangbang is completely out of the } quest ion. 
There is such a thing as taste. 7 
- =Thanks for everything, fellows, but we best get back to the. motel and pack. ae 
Patience, lass. When you fly out of here with love filling your exquisite | 
orifices you'll be nkigher than the plane. So stop worrying. I'm right : 


now coming up with a plan that is aesthetically and morally brilliant. 
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es oe savite: my period. 

. Boerything can. ‘te beautiful. | 
Let's make a decision one way or the other before we're all 
too wasted: There's something like Darvon in the mix I took. 

=-No iohus iota should take pills randomly. 

Just peeguribe them that way. 


- Right you are ladtes, and check, horny Jew. I'm right now pondering ritual. 


You can bring decenoy to any shit with ritual. Ask the Catholic Church oP ae 
‘and The New York Yankees. Now what if we pantomime Kent State--but with 
_ Cocksucking? = | . | | 
When jou get to the bottom, stop. 

_ You guys are only boring when you talk. 

~As far as we can tell. 

Please! I am ra eearaatarings Leave me sketch for you a living pornographic 
picture. 


Like. TV... . 
But with sweat and other flavors. 
azI'm exercising veto power, | : ee 
Don't reject Someching before you hear it. Forget that you're an American. ee - 


We will definitely Sind the. compromising position that you're used to. : 
-This kind of wit wouldn't make it back East. 


_ “Or even in the back seat. 


Maybe 30, but that aint what we're famous Jor. We give Service, not Riot. i. 
_ -Booooooo! - | . 7 | : a8, 
- Now listen. We got to get to the logistics of this thing. This isa technical — 
no an engineering problem. wWheth is good cause engineering's the last 3 
thing I dropped out of. Now! Ahem! ‘the criteria! Everybody's got to. 


get something, maybe two things if we're intelligent plannere. That's the = 
trouble :@ith the country: no planning. 


ee fee 


a Grandp @ was slow but he was old. x 


- I'™ listening, but there's but one blocking factor. I feel ‘the excruciating ; 
| need ‘to ask something extra of Jew, and therefore he must be promised more. | 
Work it out. i | 
a This ia the image I see. Olive complected and oily Jew in a seorrin working over 
Cheruba, her blonde neie 8played out on blood-red silk, a big, taloun powdered, 
non-sweating white-bionde American doll! In the embalming room amidst. the | 
pumps and sinks this Jew, forbidden from her father's verdant fairways. 
It's a fuckin whatehacal1 tt? Archetype. 
or coat ‘of arms. 
sex and Death in'the American Nubile. ! 
Eddy Fos, ‘what were you doing in that tomb? 


mM 'd like to plese by saying, affirming!, that what has kept this coutry great 
ts excluding Jews. From Christian fairways. 
-I don't like his watching us. 
Jack? He is gieeen over. Like a donut. = 

| mstory might report that he got the best of it. 
So beauteous Cheruba, ts it a deal if Doe flies Eust? - A date in the cool: 
room of Caan establishnent? 
~If it means that much. ee os 
Smashing. And in return I want Jew to have something of mine. ‘The dick — 
worse than fate. Or is that too much like Nixon there? oe 
-You can't make anything out from that rotten Me Looks like © confetti. - ss 

I'd rather die. , a Pat ee : 

So would I and I been fuckin trying and trying and trying, but that's beside oe 
the point. Now listen, those Capable, the greatest ideae are simple. = 
First I remove these imprted shorts. and weethen these jockey briefs thusly, 
and fling them over the balcony rail-- | 
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’ Well what do you think? 

| -—Disgustingly average. 

-Flying three thousand miles for that? 

Hold your applause for the end. Now while the other participants disrobe-— 


that's the idea girls! You're giving my hardon @ hardon--I'll bring to 


*S stage center thissssass aluminum chaise lounge. Observe! 


-Z was expecting a dog. 
The dog drew a bye. 
Ah good you are good Nazis in suh complete removing of suh exotning 
~Haste is beginning to become necessary. 
-If ‘rene done twere best done quickly. 
But of course. Now please to observe me get-tink under this flimsy piece of 
furniture, und with this magnificient organ prggrading through the . 
~ lattice here. Ouch... No art without pain. 
“stattice get it on! sare a 
“ Secondly, my flute player's tongue through this upper ‘opening. Send first oe 
the feminist to be eaten. ae 


—My cue. 


ee Angela! on : ee 
Please! / Not quite this quickly. since I must talk a ‘Dit; more. - witharay the ee 


2 beaver stil vous Haar ey now Cheruba should now--alowly! you anticipator—— fe 
- att dow on what she would diminish--this leaves her front deck open | 

for Doc's divebomber. There will, of course, be endless variations. 
; Ladies should eventually gtve to ladies and note, ‘Doc, men tor MeN. 

A further note: ‘if it is done correctly, no one should see Nizon.., ae 


though Spiro might pop in for a handout. 
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© ALL right, the Laughing hysteria I didn't mind “though, tt vent on about ton os 
mime ee too long. But the situation proved to be ridioulous. As I say | 
the 8tlliness waa: onay, but this I do mind cause I knew for long and 
“gad: experience it was coming. This sour funk. Can anybody sing 
_ It's @ Lovely Day Today? You Are My Sunshine? How about that one 
with the Noid Austrian gang? ‘The Suck of Moo~Shit! 7 | 
‘Meally guys, I was the one nearly latticed to death near the end 
of this bad century. And you were really laughing your fat ass off, 
. -_ Charuba, eereesaiy when playing that Sirst aid spray on my excoriated 
organ. And the more it burned the more you laughed. Ana I could feel 
your sheerist del ight, Angleica, through your cunt. ‘That zr was being 
castrated while you were being eaten is surely the high church feminist cree 
| Sueking emasculating masochistic : whore~bitches-<-it's no wonder ZI. love you. ‘i 
ett I start laughing again I'll get sick all over the floor. 
So the chair collapsed. Life does, daily. Doc's belly flop wasn't the: 
finest example of grace in this c ntury! Fuck it. Angela, see you never 
 , deh to eqeh . 
really got to oS 0 thing-temeeseMy and Doe, baby, be never got near’ ae 
the point of very. ‘apecial knowl edge of each other. ; 
I'm afraid I'm ferociously heterosexual. ‘Then again’ I've bent a 
Feut out a more modest slice of everything in this life. : | | . 
Anyway it's an age of transition, lightning transition. Let's forget the oF 
chaise lounge and all chairs and accesories and just go ag it ala carte. . 
| Cheruba! Now what. the Suck's the matter with you all of @ sudden? | 
| ~Shaking! Ooao000000. we 
| Crying too. I'd forgotten what it looked Like. Water actually ee 
comes from the eyes. | 


_~Tears pop popping out. on your face. Where'd they all come ‘From? 
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“or gontt know I don't mow T a don't Fel 3 


I m BONEY* 
7 Goodnees! ! 


Ie it the cee residue of all our r innocence? 


Nice. ae : 
ve Tank you, dear. “ te 
; We all been Scat it. : 
Rignt! Saint Paul on the road to Long Beach. ms 
-Forgive me. Forgive me. 
: any not? Tust don't Bhout. 
: -To God! To Godt. 


: ae Hes tuned out Southern California. it 'g UHP. 


. Come on Honey. Let me hold you. It's all right. 


And then ‘you'll wind dom, Cheruba baby, cause tf you rev up you'll fuckin’ 


explode, but you permanently downed, I Say downed, the atmospheric 


_ around here cause things ‘ll just get more sunk now and merge with the Kotex 


California ight. After @ while maybe we can have a group puke. Then Doc 


OP some other optinietic asshole'll light a candle while t ouree the dariness. oe 
a” Jack tt. The whole Jackin world's eet ahing, out anyuay. 


a ee 


“OG ape a C'mon! Get down: off of there! crazy! . 
; ~ Well Jook who's. daok. Welcome back to the bitterly consctous. ° : Whoops. os 


Now don't carry on 40 ladies. It's only siz stortes dom to the atdeuale. | ee 


Shut down the fuckin screaming! 
You fonrt know what. you missed Jacky baby. A ve California ory 


with these speed giris Srom the traditional Fast, 
| "Come down from the rail. Please. Wind's tricky. : , 
He's Fight. ‘There! 8 no point to be nade. : E | 
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| 
| 
| 


mere tar Life collapsed dike a. chair, bette: amie how we: atl, Jow-couard.: 


So? It didn't work its “We didn't. cuact all that inh anyway. s : 
Se? We're close to burnt out cases on a a garbage ie What the . 


hell's the difference? Let's just go ‘and pig out on pizza E 


somewhere. < 


: oe tried it all. ‘I'm sion of it. 


Right. We all are. So come on down from the rail. and we can a 


“talk about it. Make a plan to to to to do something. 


We catl do that. Make a preae: Go. to beach. Beach! 


fey 1 you got to: tale your "ohaaees in thie life. ‘Stepping towande you assholes. or 
tapping back into” ‘the lap of the gods is all the .same: to me. And just swaying 
7 “here I melt the hearts of these Slint-bitohes, experimental whores from the 
intellectual . 
_/East.. Whoooops again! Almost bought it. Ultimate dropout. | And they 
. peally shriek now, the ladies, like fuckin air-raid siren. “The Russians 


. Are Coming! How can z console you? How can I console you. all? Forgive 


them Father for I have sinned. 
| | Console us by getting the fuck down. Pe 
*tuke your hand auay Jack. Touch me and I fuckin go. Siz stories. Count on 
an be: too busy. ae | a : mae 


Crazy. | ‘ | E . 

| Graay. ‘Thatta the word here. — Something had to happen. You'd ‘think: that 

messing around with an.: aluminum chair--something relatively bisanre like that—" as 

'd make something happen. _ I'm losing my voice yelling over these faokin ‘ : oe 
hysterical women. Desist! 2 


| Shut up! 


© mabe ots for your fruitless aerenee, Jack. "People come back Srom wars 
on that unvatchable TV and that's sonething happening. It's ‘fuckin ima: 
whether everybody forgets it tomorrow or not. Something means something 

‘ to them and that's weird. | 


“Letts t talk it over > down at the beach. 


7 count to three’ and if they don't leave I will. Race you ‘doun girls? : 


a be a blood and hair pancake when again we moet. 
Just take. ‘it easy! They're leaving. 


= shame ‘they won't. see the outcome. WATCH THE TV NEWS. IN THE ote 


young Los Angeres resident today lost power and took a dive. No big deal. 


You're not serious. 2 


ef “Mat'e that? a | 
Come on, now. _ We feel ridiculous ‘yelling » at. you. : 


ne It's time. Gentlemen, drink up please. 


_ We aia you too well. Don't be a hotdog. 


Es won't : be. “Doe a 


‘minute. For just a 1 minute. Then I'11 come down and that ‘way you!11 eae 


bea Kosher hotdog. re ; 


Nol -Dec! 


Prove my. manhood. "shook: ‘the shit out: of Jack ‘too. 


. gense, Doc. Jesus! 


Des rm all out ‘for the nonce. But i'm being careful! oy! Another iS ae oe 


bneeae. Like ‘that: and I jump twenty feet inside the apartuent. 


ie ‘ote Doo he takes ‘ohanoss. ‘He'll win more than he loses. Hold my hand, a 


” put Lightly! You ‘almost took the both of ue out. Your thn. Jack. 
‘Hop up here like a little bunny rabbit. 


Frtebedarere itty hres - 
Fuck no you orasy sonesbitches! 


Hout li-be « seod murgeon, bee. Toraan do. anak T have so 


+ 


Pe Fou yours i Whble suse par le 9 Ga 
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may think crying's a solution. ‘ What we need “you for? oe 


a ‘Your audience is gone: We can't be your audience. 


ran male a deal with you. Come up on. this rail for a eae 


I don't believe this. - I ‘enought yout had nore 
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You'll be @ good surgeon, Doc. I mean it. And if I have to give my useless 
life for yours I will. Just say the word. 
Now you're holding too tight! 

Just don't look down, Doc. Doc's secret is that he Sucked up the orgy on 
purpose.| He lik@gto go along with degradation but he doesn't like to be 
degradedg. My evil influences only half works with him. Jack, you'll Just 
have to |\go. You could be a hundred and tm. percent me. Supersaturated. 

| Bullshit! ‘Two fuckin idiots. 
Don't gat too loose, Doc. I could gét an easy revenge right now since 


it was your dumb act almost sliced’ my balls off. 


Better get down, Doc. Can't trust him in this 


state. He's going a hundred miles an hour. 
In any state, and didn't the orgy come out bush? Cheap aluminum with Dickie 


watching. Bad odds. And you could see how embarrassed Nixon was. 


I...never noticed, 


I was so fuckin embarrassed at his embarrassment that I started crying 
the same time he was crying for us. It must be what heaven's like. 

My minute's been up for an hour. 
Where you going? You cyt make a move, Doc, without I say yes. You know 
I got a taste in my mouth like the taste of the red inside tomato paste 
cans in the dump when it goes black. Taste of life, babies. Convince me 
it makes a difference you leave that? 

Hey! Skip the histrionics. Talk yes, motion no. 


That aint you. YOu're afraid of nothing. You watch it all go by and you 
see tt all. 


All right now. Both of you down! This is stupid. 


I can't watch. I'll leave! 


Doesn't go by for me, Doc. It Just stays there. It's a frame. I'm stuck 
ina frame. The ground down there 4s the background. 


ee a ee ‘ 2 2. 
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Let's stay foreground? 


Maybe I'll hit the ground and keep going. Aint that a hot Shit fantasy? 


come down 
No! You'll benipgce and we'll get some beer 


and have some laughs and get far fuckin 
away from this heavy stuff, 
One bitof advice, Doc. Don't try anything at all or one of us goes. Your 
little hand sneaking away! Order your steps in my word! But can't blame 
that big wind on you, ole Doe. Mother Nature farted and other California 
myths of creation. 
Oh God I can't take any ore of this! 
Woooo! Jack Booooo! Look at this phenomenon. We lean forward and 
he runs backwards. Programmed Jack. 
I'm scared now. 
Lifé up our arms! Wow! Mandala! We're fuckin mandala! we go back to 
the beginning. Gotta get connected. Bverything! Wanna go back in, Doc? 
Please. 
Man appears on this earth like a vapor and is gone. 
I'm still d-d-d-d-rifting around. 
Let him go Coffee, please? 
Power! Sverybody saying Please. I'll be corrupted. 7 Absolutely. Anyway 
I love you Doc. You could even fuck me if you wanted, 
What's the deal? 
No deal. Look back over your shoulder. Nobody watching. People just go 
on and bodies fall, about seventeen a day. This is America man! Country . 
of Death! We take it casually. 
At a certain point I get loose and jump inside. 
Wouldn't advise. Now that you know I love you I have power over you. 


That's all crazy talk. Let's knock it off! 
I'll bet your Sergeant-—daddy has read more books than you, Jack. It's the 


middlé class you'll end up in that's crazy. Murder Incorporated. 
Bullshit! 

Probably, but while we're on the subject of death, how about a double body bag, 
Doe? Budweiser. logo. 

Thanks but no thanks. 
Don't! Doe! I'm trying to think and my brain's a dying mushroom on a 
atick. Killed too many cells and the seven I got left are working like 
trojans. Southern California Trojans. Live? Die? None of the above? 
And what on my tombstone? I got it. Say the fuckin dJanguage killed me. eS 
You can't aay anything anybody fuckin wndepetante’ Now Doc, you are 
sneaking again. I'll never invite you up here again. 
. Fine. 
Come down with aa <b: right into the monster garbage can of L. A. 
Let's do it for niggers and Mexicans. Let's do it before we become 
. Slick white constipated liars. It's the only way they let you handle the cards. 

Getting dizzy...I— 7 
Don't worry. 

He'll fall if you don't let go! 

If he falls it won't be without me for it is written that he that is with me 
‘goes with me. | 

Too much invested...education. 
See! He is back to abundant life. Twas but fainting spell. You got to 
learn to sort it out , Jack. Get that fixed in your mind. wo ocd of 
beer in Athens. Greek salad with Feta cheese. Bummed out there and 
everywhere, but no fuckin frigid Nepal. Shit. Rambling! Told you about 
my brain--burned fuckin out. Decide Doc. 


Live, I'll live. 


PadibinBe Kod ky ach, Wan eed EE i le deat erat 


SPS oe SDS ENE OMG ae ee ae 


ae 
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That's a shame. Made a mistake giving me a say, didn't. youP Cause I don'ts 
give a shit about anything, let alone all that money invested in your education. 
Let him go, Coffee. You got no right. 
You're right, Jack. He's doing something our Doc, like those simple wimps 
coming out of that aircraft into Dicky's or whoever's arms. They did 
something in Nam, Wrong but they did it. Me? Nothing. 
So what? You're young. 
That's the last fuckin thing I am. But look at that poor bastard coming 


dow the rina! Wind-up robot or somsthing! Make him wind back! Back into 


plane! Back to Vietnam! What the fuck! What the fuck! A commercial! 


They stole him! You see that? They stole the grunt and tried to cover | 


AND EVEN AS COFFEE PUSHES DOC.ONTO THE BALCONY, DOC'S HEAD SNAPS -BACK 


10 me Wale Vix €ql|) 


Forget it. 


with the fuckin commercial! Shampoo! Fuckin Shampoo Cartel! 


RB eS rae Lomas. 
a iS SAIN To eye hate des ais Ralbaberea 


Pe Ea : 


Afterlight 2, Triptych 
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Make chars” more visite 


The Diamond Salt still sat, a blue cylinder, on a homemade shelf over 


the cold woodstove, and Sarge rolled the can of Molson's Ale around in his big 
hand, studying it as to affirm that it was the same brew he had drunk on 

his last errand up here, in this same cabin, over the same arny blanket 
spread on the same rickety table. He had heard but not listened as Jack 

went on: “And it was then that he pushed Doc forward, into me really, 

into my arms; knowing that the force of that push'd send him backwards 

off that rail. And he teetered on that rail that fraction of a fraction of a 
second with an absolutely heavenly, Oa ieee his arms up in a millisocond | 
of light light light light light light light that went through him from this 
monster gold cloud behind. 


“and he radiated that fuckin light. He did! His whole naked body. 


And then...he...was...was gone. Horrible! But a privilege to see." 
Sarge;4s" surly and sunromedy)- He puta the can down on the army blanket, 
tips it over, rolls it to smooth out a wrinkle. "So he died with his pants off." 
Jack is taking his arms, purple from the cold, down, the COLUMBIAN GOLD 
legend on his t-shirt spreading out. ''I knew you'd understand, Dad. Why did 
I bother?" 
Sarge crushes the bercan with one hand, looks’ around for somewhere 
to toss it, finally just drops it on the table. "I understand more than 
you know. So now he's a god or something, right x’ This here Coffee character? ————> 


And the way you're jumping around you're just as high as you was then." 
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Jack spins a broken-back chair around, plants a foot on it. ‘Whoa old 
timer. I'm dry. Completely. Well a beer from time to time, okay? But I 


went coldest turkey when I came up here. And Coffee a god? Not to most 


people of course. And alikhat's not for now anyway. You're way ahead 
of me. I got a box of his writings and-—'"' 
"Yeah, Chinese laundry lists."' And for some reason Sarge toasts 
that idea with the crushed can. 
“Don't be absurd Dad. There's only the two of us." He points his finger 
in the manner of a lecturer. ‘I want to melt things down into a book. 
Too much shit in it, the box, same things said over and over, but some 
pure gold too. But thaty/all about five years away. No hurry." 
“Of course not." 
"It's...gonna take an effort on your part to understand this, Dad, 
but whattI want to do now is...I simply want to to to comprehend that 
moment I related to you. Coffee ontthe rail and then that tremendous tremendous 


ae It is o Wier my life right es cede half ™, eg ive 
LAD 1S 
the brEnket Lob ~abovM 


Jack ge ou a as fiche peers f 


apologetical 
cabin as if Mickey might edge in and sit down/ dripping and bloated and white. 


"Why's it so cold in here? You can see your breath;" Sarge puts up 
the pollen of his old tweed overcoat. 
shrugs. "I'm not cold. Besides I'm out of wood. I'11l get more 
the nahen OP Ris old fone h cepen : 
from Frenchy; I cut a rew cords tor him." 


te ge ge 


Jack closes his eyes for a second to signal that his father will always 
stray into the inconsequential. 
“Jesus! It gets me that I'm here for your mother just like I was 
with Mickey before." 
"Mickey's dead." 3 
Sarge spreads his hands on the blanket and studies them. "Yeah. 
God I don't know. You two kids! 
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His eyes shut again, but jammed shut this time, Jack sways, the brokenbacked 
chair bumping over the dirt floor. "Fire," he is whispering, "he was 
almost literally on fire, and then he...plunged the six stories." 

"So what? It wasn't chemical warfare or nothing." 

"Oh wow /qne sergeant forever!" and Jack kicks the chair into a emall 
cardboard chest with glass knobs. 

"Okay okay I'll stop being the sergeant. Promise. I know I'm that way 
too fuckin much. Get your chair and sit down..-please." And Jack Sealine e 
SPeerapetrlevinprbhve—chake . i cut his chin in his hands, leaning 
his elbows orthe table and studies his father as one would an 
interesting stranger. "Dad...I can't begin to tell you about the other 
stops after L. A., after Coffee. And all of it after Nam/which you know 
about too of course. A shame we never met there to waste the lil yellow 
fuckers out of their black pyjamas. Like father and son night at the 
Elks. But you've probably clanked your massive denial mechanism into 
place by now, so it's not use talking about it." 

"Guess not," 

"Well anyway, Dad, I had to come here, in order to...understand ‘Gis . 
deaths, Mickey's and Coffee's. I have to sit in the same chair that 
Mick did, and see the sun on the lake from the same anglek, to fish the 
lake where he...sleeps— 

"Don't." Sarge rubs his eyes. 

wind eventually to find him. Find him myself." 

"These fuckin Canadians don't show me shit. Why haven't they got 
his body yet?" 

"And when I do find him my thinking about Coffee will be finished. 
I know those two things'll happen at once, 'll work out that way." 


D0 You Know hou uf - 
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"Yeah, well I don't know about that, Jack. I don't know nothing about it. 
"Oh Daddy I don't know. Maybe it is that I'm scared. I don't know. 

What I try to hold onto in all the doubts and in the times that I shiver 

and even cry abgt tt is that it's evil. You're brought up one way and 

then you're supposed to throw your whole life and soul into this 

corruption and lying. Vietnam.” 
Sarge tries to focus his blurred eyes on the cylinder of Diamond Salt 


on the shelf over the stove...a something beside it he can't make out. 


‘Ther: his gaze drops to Jack. ad : 


"And I'm gonna talk to Frenchy, He knew Mickey and I want him on tape." 
But it is Mickey Sarge is speaking to. "No war's a anny School Picnic." 
"The little red book of sergeants," Jack hisses. 
"You've got to come home," he peers at Jack. "You've got to come home, 
Mickey." 
Waving his bare arms Jack proclaims, "Hey, I'm Jack, Dad, remember?" 
While Sarge is putting one hand atop the other to keep them still, 
he hears Mickey saying “"fnere isn't any home to come back to with you and 
Momma getting divorced and the whole country fouled up alongside of all 
this darn shit" 
“Listen! Dad! What was in that Molson's anyway? Open your eyes." 
“All right. Yeah." 
"I'm going to the coast pretty soon, get a berth of a fishing boat 
to get the money to buy a really good tape recorder. I don't want to start 
interviewing with shit." Pt 
"Mickey drowned. I can't take the way it comes in on you. So amch 
in this fuckin place reminds me." 
———~~ Sarge picks up the beercan. "Every fuckin thing I do I do twice." 


“That's because you didn't learn the first time." 
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"I..-even tried to wrestle him back to the states, Christ. So absurd. - 


Past fifty I am and still doing foolish fuckin things." 

"Yeah, well, nobody grows up in any fuckin continuous line or anything." 
Jack studies his nails and then drums his fingers on the table. "I myself, 
well I missed my chance with Mick ‘is all. I went to Nam. The good son." 

"You were both my good sons. Both my good sons." 

Now Jack bangs the table and glares at his father, hunched up in the 
old tweed overcoat. 
O, --can'té wrestle...fool sometimes. -@ 
"Yeah. Uh huh. Two good sons. Aint what you said then I'll bet. 
therm eee 
Did you brag about your son in Canada to you Zest a ng buddies?" 

Sarge unlocks his hands and grips the edge of the table. "I spoke to 
people. I talked to people about it. They coulth't ‘ve been nicer, 
guys in the service. And you know that yourself. It's been a privilege 
spending my life there, with them. It's one of the best lives a man can have. 
Why hells belle shoo so far different from the images the kids have that 
it's pitiful." 

“All right now, all right now. I'm not gonna let you up until you get 
calm. You want a heart attack? I ». aurprised you with this strength,I know. 
I surprised myself. You can't wrestle me back to the states, Daddy. Goa but | 
you're such a ridiculous fool aGmetinge!* 

“Mickey hated me for going to Vietnam, Dad. I can't get rid of that." 

Sarge is whispering, holding his head. "I'd like to get rid of everything." 

"That door swings both ways." 

"Look at you! columbigm Gold. when you gonna knock that baby shit off? 
And don't say Mickey hated you. I swear to Christ you invent life as you 

‘6 eas: Jack. I swear to Christ you do." 


"You do strike a perceptiofi once in a blue moon. I make up life all right. 
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‘I'd like to know what the hell else you can do. I do what I want now. 


But not back then. No way. I did what you wanted and I ended up in Nam 


and my brother ended up drowned here. Jesus Christ you you you you... 


2 
é. 
Fs 
e 
é 


are so fuckin...killable!" ' 

"Oh I don't want to hear what you have to say. It's mother. She wants 
f you near though I'm fucked if I know why." 
"You are huh?" Jack pushes his hair back. 


"No. No. I'm sorry. Mickey's death nearly finished her altogether. 


SEER Tee eon mee Creme oe ee ee 


She wants you h--with her." 


“Hey, I'm a loner. That's what to tell her. That's all there is 


to it. (4 ko, trove vad / wh 0 Ga1\ awd Wie | ahne 
' he visualised wg. 
"Vi? Violet” sée her now the aa ed then , 

sliding down against the sxbpery kitchen tiles, a down into the 
bright welter of Brillo and Sick and Span, the plastic bottles of Mr. Clean, an 
Fantastic, the drying siioiea on the tile wall behind her. And his ow 
Pleading voice came back to him then, now, the phone banging against 
the wall. "Vi? Please speak to me." Then nate, of her wrenching 
up through the cardboard boxes. "Yes yes I'm completely..sure. They 
Just called from Canady» Tt was an accident." Her eyes rolling back 
in her head in the newly-washed kitchen of the newly rented house 
while her new sergeant-husband check/Sat something in personnel. y, 
"Yes. I'm sure.I'm aure.I'm sure. ™ 

Jack got up to walk to the lone, cracked window. Sarge stared past 
him to where the pines were starting to darken against a pale rose sky. 

"At any rate I sure feel no pull from her and the new husband. 
Fount: deal with: Ghat ehit on top of Mickeyhnd Coffee." He half turns, 
his face profiled by that rose light, but Sarge isin ue kitchen he 


has never bean in andvhas been in a dozen times. “Hey! Did you drink 


anything before you come up here? You do go in and out. Must be heredity: 
A Sf 
I phase out and snap back a lot wee we do 


And Sarge speaks into both times, 'I love you son." a8 he ponders two small 


places holding pain, this cabin, ae bri ps a kitchen. Jack has been turning 
to fully face him and is outlined 4 ee darkening rose light from 
outside. 

""It's...not your fault, or Mom's, but nothing could be enough now. 
With whatever you think you brought up here you got here too late oo 
just the way you gd here too late for Mick." . 

"I don't know about all of that. Nobody can decide those things really. 
You just gotta do what you can do at the time. Just like now-—and fuck the 
recriminations.* Fuck *+he pa ot ‘and al] its ohit/ ‘ 

"You'll have to learn that you can't, Daddy-Sergeant." 

Sarge shifts in his chair, his brow almost massive in the rose-—purple 
light. ‘What're you doing for money?" 

By way of reply Jack slides down slowly, his back against the wall, 
until he sits under the window. He laughs since it reminds him of 


a slow-motion replay of a TV murder. 


—<TTPF ie 


rw oe 0 54, SS 
"No offense @ Jack: 400 EY ( 
clooe 
"Always your answer when things get in too -tight, isn't it?" 


"Just being a little sateen 1." 
OV 


D 
"Oh I'll take some, but /I'm vA bad off really. One time I washed 
A if 
dishes at the inn for Louise, ran the antique nachine“theve, helped a 
guy build a concrete wall—mixed and poured the shit--and, as I say, 
I'll be bumming to the coast for fishing soon." Jack's voice had 
grown weary, as if in anticipation of the cold, wet work. 


My As 
ka in the little Canadian town. Gonna go that way forever?" 


ye 


111 
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/\in a voice still tired—the talking had become work. has) my mission 
is concluded here. Wouldn't be any worse than what you've done\ 


7 Shooting _ 
people the poets disagred with. A little of which I've already done. 


Térrible but dE borings in Le. pict ae Wom anf : 

"We got something to agree on." Sarge is already leaning forward, 
almost out of his heavy overcoat, to catch Jack's whisperings. 

"I have...gotten...some way...some fuckin way...a call to—-I don't know-- 
serve. It's not real clear yet but--'' 

Sarge is making his way towards Jack, és grasp his ati knee as 
he sinks beside him. "I got the bucks you wanna study religion in a 
college or something." He too whispers. 

"I get it through my fingertips. I don't need their books. I don't 
need their professors’ straitjacket brains." 

on the dirt floor and 
Sitting next to each other/in the darkening silence,they hear 


the wind picking up after a moment, shaking the window. 


° 


nis 
Sarge drops a meaty hand behind Jack's neck, pulls Jeeks face towards his. 


"I'm picking up a new duty assignment in few days. Could be any fuckin 
where! You come there with me. You can do anything you want then. | 
I won't ask you one question."" Jack pulls away and stands up. He goes 
to the cardboard chest,whose glass snobs are barely glimmering. And 
wile extracting a candle stuck into a round Mateus wine bottle, and 
further rummaging for matches, he pronounces. "Let me go. Tell Mommy to 
let me go too. I don't wanna just die like Mickey. You gotta have the time 
to think about things, take the time you need before you get fuckin taken out 
of life too! | gran’ ge 4 

"You come there with me, I said, Jesus Christ, I said the same exact 


thing to Mickey in this hooch of a cabin. Can you beat it?" 
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Striking the match to light the candle, Jack proclaims "I hope to." 

Even that stupid salt sitting up there in the same place on the shelf... 
but not that "noticing the small painting next to the blue cylinder of 
salt for the first time—" Not that picture." The last word he had 
said quizzically and he still studied it, a smeary white flower of sorts 
containing an absurdly large honey bee. 

"Friend of mine did it." The candle flame threw Jack's shadow against 
the wall of the tiny cabin, dwarfing Sarge who still sat on the floor. 
“once and for all I'm staying,Dad. I live here for practically nothing. 
Cabin's abandoned and I'm improving it, adding to some of the things 
Mickey did. Frenchy gives me wood and beer. 1 don't know how you could 
get me back there. I got everything here. Everything!" 

"For Mommy," . 

"What did Christ say?" Jack seems to arrange the candle under his 
Pace by sliding it along the blanket on the table until he is satisfied 
with his reflection in the window. "I have no mother or father." 
Or corte said it, that. What Christ said was—wait a minute—you have no 
mother or father if you follow me. Well I have no mother or father while 
I'm getting my fix on Coffee and Mickey. Its as simple as that." He jumps | 
back from the candle as Sarge scrabbles up. "He as a bum, a bum!" 
But Sarge drops onto his chair with a half-sob. "Mickey Sue good. Too good. 
Too godaamn fuckin goddamn good!"' And he bangs the table with both fists, 
the shadows of his arms running across the ceiling and down the walls. 

While seizing the rocking wine bottle and candle Jack yells "Christ, Daddy! 
Try to cool it will you? Youre making too big a deal about everything. 
What's the difference I stay here? I'm a grunt. Here to die. What's the 


difference? Huh?" 


But Sarge is tracking back, musing: "Grunt, dogface, G. I., doughboy." 
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"They're ai grantac’ Jack remarks. "Hey get the grunté together 
there'd be no war. War's a gentlemen's game with sergeants for butlers 
and all-round asswipes. Tho grunts cut the grass and die." 

In his irritation Sarge waves his hands next to his baie. "Oh I don't 
wanna hear any more of that. Ever! I'm sick of it — from you and Mickey. 
When the fuck does the half-view stop? Like life isa fuckin easy puzzle 
or something. Do like J say says a whole bunch of fuckin little 
peckerheads like you. I'm sick of it. It's a sonofabitch of a fuckin 


complicated fuckin businesss, life. An art. Not little schoolboy: ay ey 
/ 
No fuckin way!" 0T V > 
‘Whatever you say." Jack sits and his father slides a hand along Tr 


the blanket to clamp over his. - 


"Come with me on my next assignment. Please? I need you. And later 
you can vacation with Mom and Carter. You'll like him. He's quite the 
reader." 
I'm sure," 
"I never had a life with Mickey: Korea, Thailand, Australia, Burma, 
Germany—you name it, and with you kids never along. I missed both your 
growing up. Let me make it up now?" 
Jack, with difficulty, has his hand back. "You killed Mickey," 
he pronounces, making Sarge blink and blink. | 
"No! Are you crazy?" 
"I did too. He begged me not to join, and then not to go to Nam 
and I told him it was for you . For you! That the both of us in | 
Canada'd finish sale Final nail in your coffin it was supposed to be. Pe 
It was the final nail in his." And as he had been speaking, Sarge 
flung ts hands to his face, . 
| __He*s rubbing ~sen a he speaks now. "I'ma soldier. You must know something 
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of what that means." . 
"Absolute anachronism——if you indeed know what that means." 
"I do and you're full of shit on this small point. It aint no perfect 
world; gotta be army." 
"Not what Coffee taught." 
“Taught? You do see that windy asshole as some stoned prophkt or something?" 
Jack puts a finger into the flame but snaps it back. "I'm gonna write 
down everything Coffee said that day, and everything that meet ever 
said. They're both saints and that's no shit either!" 
“He was a shithead and Mickey...was so torn apart. He really wasn't sure 
about anything." 
“What are you and Mommy trying to do to meP? I can't: come back to any 
future anmesty. Give service to retarded children and the nation forgives! 
But I haven't sinned. I haven't sinned. It's crap. It's just more crap!" 
"-eand saints can be all fucked up. They aint perfectly integrated 
to any borgeois world or nothing. And they have horrendous horrendous 
conflicts inside them. Their vision! . Their vision burns all your petty 
kind of shit wie ZUCNS / /) . es . vA 
Sarge is again rubbing his eyes. "Our Mickey! Our little Mickey! 
He was confused and hurt. He told me he was afraad he'd die in Nam; 
that wasn't the whole reason he wouldn't go, but he was afraid toog my 
little Mickey was." 
"So he was all kinds of feelings. The macho shit has died except 
with you old army daddies—and queers into leather." Sarge is grabbing P x 
the wine bottle with its candle; he wants to throw it against the wall. \ 
“Oh yeah? Well fars I can get it, your Coffee's just a fuckin pig! 
No damn way there's all kinds of feelings there! No fuckin way!" 


Jack stares into his eyes as he brandishesthe bottle, baking their shadowa 
dash madly around the walls. "I ought to break your/head for comparing him 
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to our le " But Sarge drops the/bottle to the table where it spins 
£\4 to 
on its jelly, the flame seeming/expiré=; but then popping to life as 


Jack rights the bottle and smiles at Sarge's wrenching tears. 

"Our unworthyness brings us great pain." 

"Still...open...offer. I'11 pay...relig—...training...sem——-... 
college...seminary." 

"Would they accept Mickey and Coffee as prophets?" 

Sarge uses an edge of the blanket to vob hte eyes dry. "Jacky," 
he whispers, "I don't know how to say this, but...I don't know... 
I don't like to say it. I don't wanna." | 

"Uh jane 

{But you're somehow absolutely full of shit, somehow absolutely 
full of shit!" | 

"I see," Jack smiles sarcastically. "Now can we count that as the 
last, low card you're going to play?" 

"I'm sorry but-—" 

"No! Leave me. And with no further fuckin drama. Please? Go? 


I'd really like to pray now. I really would." 
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Tell me something. Can you tell me something?" 

Skipper. Tell me something, Skipper, isn't it time to die when you 
welcome it? When your brain burns out all the outlines and then the 
features, and all of life is a blank face? Is it a blank face, Death? 
Tell me, Skipper. 

And of the future, Skipper, what of that? Nerve gas and germ warfare 
let's say? But no more crystal nights or days. The neutron bomb retains 
the glass and metal in its aesthetic configuration, say of a Cadillac Seville, 
or a Mercedes, and just snuffs the people out, sucks the driver out of 
the velour front seat as the fabric slowly recovers from the imprint 
of his ass. All those cars with no one left to drive them. Ah the 
material paradise of it all! And to those remaining, fission or fusion, 
children; Which to melt you? 

And how many lies to bringlit all about? Just an infinity? 

I®m like the Viet kids, I blab on. Unrepresentative of my generation, 
since everytime it went up our ass our mouths snapped shut. Is it I 
who is vulgar, or my words, or the truth? Christ sought the moral 
company of whores to demonstrate that truth is vulgar. 

Well..anyway...with these broken kids from Nam flooding the place 
I alone have escaped to tell thee, no, I alone am left to greet them— 
the conterporaires of bitter Red who used to hold this job down are 
dying off in wholesale lots, so the Korean vets are the historical bridge 
_ between those old and usually patriotic folks and these sweet and fucked up 
heads. Ah but the wonder and butchery, you'll find everything in 
each mishmosh of a war—from shame to saintliness. 

—~ 

As you'll find everything in me. One shrink told me that I tried to exter~ 


nalize the evil in myself Wich harrowed me, but what is bad and good in me 


shutters in and out. I am as bad as they come and I am the shakey kid 
who move the silkegetted ships on the wall, who was carried on the 


419 


“lack and glittering crest of VE Day, my own small Kristallnacht, who was 
set afire,experimentally, in Korea, exposed himself to frozen Minnesota. 

who discovered.he giggling Jelsotwieal ferocity called sex in a 
floury baker's shop under Jesus, that original bleeding heart. 

Who has been bitterly bitterly cheated and who has had everything. 

But about Korea? Why didn't you tell the newspapers? 

Because I'm telling you. 

Who would now kill for a nicke} or for nothing at all. And who 
would give up the smgll portion of life left for these sweet and fucked-up 
heads, most of whom will die after hardly knowing they lived. 

So I will type madly to get them some Agent Orange justice, run down ol 
to the PX to get a kid afteztave. Everything's a eee act. } 

I say further unto you that I have walked into instant fire which turned 
the very ground into molten blue glass: I have seen the future and 
it works. Fuckin well it works. Like a fisherman of whom I read who | 
drifted into a poisonous cloud one magnificient and exansive morning out of 
sunny, glassy brilliance for a second or two, back into it dead. He has 
however briefly seen the future and it sure fuckened worked on hin. 
I am that fisherman but where is the fisher of men. 

Deaf dumb and blind. 

But it never happened of course, this story of the setboned fisherman. 
I acknowledge this and that 

my own story never happened either, though my expenses are forever paid 
by oe government which perpetuated nothing. Everything's normal since 
what do you match my speeding delusion against? Other delusions? 
Rise up from that boat, fisherman. You never died and I never turned 
_ to mush with searing white. I do go on 


but these hopheads are somehow born knowing all these things. They 


; 
‘ 
i 
4 
bad 
: 
oe 
e 


120 — 


knew it in Vietnam. They knew the lying madness and they had to buy 
a titket out when they could stand it no longer. And now they'll never 


sweat anything again. Nor will they buy into the vicious gentility 


of American life. The racism. The materialism. Why would ee ee 

What do we have that they could possibly want? j Ps Me 
Noble Woh 

oe aay 


il en 


Oh pretty and pretty her hair and face oh pretty oh pretty my 


Some truth has set them free. Great. But why the drugs? 
They say that I can't understand. I can. 
Why the drugs now? That's what I can't understand. 


redhaired wife. Gone but not yet forgotten. Her image in a nest 
of pain. 

as it were. 

Ah but the imp cancels her out, cancels out too the pretty, 
raw-lipped girl who seduced and was seduced under the radiating sacred heart while : 
multitudinous life roared outside and glass showered everywhere. I try to 
get her face back in but 1h err be squeezed out. 

Do you suppose my mother in lascivious concert with Uncle Sam and the 
Pope has something to do with it? leceasdeotace es Ball Squeezers - 
if you're buying the record.) 

The president is on TV again. He tells us and the Russians of the 
states of our unions. He warns and he blusters. They get equal time 
the next day. All the old gestures seem sillier and even more hateful. 
The people are running far ahead of their leaders. Whem they catch up 
we will be acres of corpses. 

Oh well, at least the dying will be shared. 

Cry for yourself and all who will die in a way too fucked up to catalog. 
Deluded among mass delusions. Massively deluded. 


The tragedy of those countless crosses of white over today's whole 


121 __ 


| rolling Earth, in graveyards so huge they can be seen inch space. 
Cry for them now. A tear for each would be how many lifetimes of crying? 
Measure that before the distances of stars. | 

And what has been abstracted from the lives of those who died so young 
in war? 

Everything, all those moments of exhileratdon:, or despair ,or even some 
bittersweet nuance reflected on over tea—but I hold out more for the 
low comedy such as my extended episode on a Minnesota lake. These 
a ad clownish moments by the trillions were dammed forever 
at the Marne, The Bulge, Heartbreak Ridge, Da Nang. Our world lost them. 
Their restoration might make life more bearable in the advanced industrial 
civilizations . My deal to the Almighty: Bring back each of these 
shattered soldiers from all of our American wars for one delicious, 
. loutish | fry 
rube-animal /instant, because in ms8:of these/all of lifejis eompounded. 

My part of the deal? The sincere offer of one still-burning heart. . 
For a carnival. 

Each culture eats its children of course. One way or the other. 
But metaphor is easier to take than murder. As is the theoretical 
lifeboat. 

If it comes down to the real one you'll be among those, including 
yourself, who bought on. Ald even then, lots of talk of money. 
(We're in the metaphor as you read this. My burning in Korea was 
a astashor: thus the anomoly of true death coming.) 

Deaths will be staggered in the lifeboat as bores will bore thenselves 
and each other to death. And will the master bore be the first to go 
or the last? 


Forget it. 


I know that in America we won't be killed so long as we keep sonsuming. 
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Life's ticket price. 4 


x 

And the one-half of one percent yh own twenty-six percent (!) of the 
wealth won't shoot or cremate us or jam us in their nigger jails if we 
buy eight cars and load each with toasters. Consume or die. 

I'm American and I hate the Americans. 

1830 or so when there was one night of fantastic meteor showers: 
The Night the Stars Fell. 

KRISTALNACHT: JEWS PUT ON NOTICE BY TONS OF BROKEN GLASS. Niggers 
and Arabs and all varieties of Indians advised by Mr. Fate to keep 
an ear peeled. 

Compared to our potential the German act is bush. We'll bring in 
The Harvard Business School and banks of computors, and THEN——| 

You are invited to the massive, world-wide sdcatins Night in the Ue 
year pope: The favor of a Peply is not necessary. 

Whoops! Two or three of my burn-frames click click by. Are they 
expunging memories or lies? 

In the Chinese myth ten suns appear in the sky one day, all Ka burning 
up the ptig Wouldn't that melt us though, mix us in a lava o molten 
glass as eand liquifies along with everything else! Not all that much 
sweat for them since they had a heroic archer shoot them all down but 
one. 

In our time usa, Russia, China, Brazil, South Africa, Israel, France, 
India, Pakistan, and OPEC all have suns. 

And our little half lives will be rounded with a sleep and we will 
be Children of Fire, enveloped by fire. 

Oh Lord give me the fire now, on my knuckles, so blue from baryite the 
mermaid's cape, from digging my grave. Who's walking on it now? Why it's 


a.man from Chad, 


old doddering man of 55, average life expectancy there. 


Sig Titan ins intone ajpnseenci ba eb ams 
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And how're you doing, old black skate? And how bout a Capitalistic 
nickel, Nigger? One still hot--I fought for it. Die with some grace now. 
The sight and sound of you could ruin the garden party and the super bowl. 

But then again you prefer to live starving and humiliated. I forgot that. 
And to die at 35. 

And don't worry, Chad, you got some American counterparts who like 
living in shit and rotting away. This whole process is. labeled freedom 
by the way | 

by the right. 

It's your right, Chad. i 

One more thing. It's said that if all the food in the world were 
shared we'd all be a little hungry. Why you gotta go, Chad. 

Don't take any wooden nutmegs. 

And get off my fuckin grave. You'll be happier in your own. . 

Those varous Vietnam niggers are walkingonime, their bridge, and they won't 
last to 35 either, | | 

brains blown to shit on terror and drugs. | But be of heart 

all you Nam urnoute; veytall is bound to expire before that immense 
chemical fire gets all the bosses and their willing fartsuckers, all the 
grasping middle class boys and girls trying for more and more. 

Lying for more. And jussssssssssst when they get the golden ring... - 


melts through their hand, leaving a stinking, smoking hole.: 


speeding 
I say to you that after the/rivers of fire pass and the smell of burning 
lack 
flesh subsides, there'll be those 8 ie ivoke who will say it never happened 


and let's get back to the lie which built this coutry. But you be of good 
cheer t Chad ) back there home, cause you niggers never lived or died. 
And if you did it was for a worthy cause as you melted in the ten suns for 


some fat boy 
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could buy big alae butter creams and fuck her with’ dapagntty while you 
hemorraged out of mouth and eyes and ears and asshole. Asshole! 
But, again, be of good cheer, Chad. Lots of Americans won't hit 
35 due to domestic disturbances. nd other. 
For what is preserved is corruption. What is fought for is filth. 
What is died for is wealth and privilege. 
Better Red than dead, huh? Well better anything than what you are now. 
A sort of bisexual, pleasing toad, hopping=and screwing to applause. 
Beyond the utter shit of words all wars are fought to keep a class 
entrenched. What difference if they preside over EXXON or the Politburo? 
The waste, the choking galling waste on God's sweet greensward 
among his singing birds. 


3 
Os 
ig 
“4 

4 

2 
er 


iS aR ane. 


OWL ? £ 4yBtTZ04zy 


8 


116 


When I got the good news, the final divorce papers with all their seals 
and gorgeous eighteenth century thickets of language, the giant vise of 
alll of our guilts and pains and crazing dreams opened wide its 
awful jaws. Ah yes these papers will become my dearest possessions since 
| I relish wonderful shows about nothing. | 

But it was a quite temporary freedom then because that old electrical 
swarm in my brain swept on once more, like a storm in: some flying Hansel 
and Gretel woods or something, 

the bending trees, masses of twigs blackening the light. 

A lot of it's from the latest drugs of course. They don't stint. 

“the — within’ said Sweitzer. Witch doctors were somehow good at 
activating thg doctor within. These doctord"ere poisoning him. Tough. ae ° 
At any rate the doctor within is too ill for anything. Besides being 
an eggplant. As Iam. As I am 

Swarms of swarms swarms of—what? I think of leaves, their reflections 
flooding upwards on a windshield when I watch a visitor leave here, watch 
from this old sunporch in a rambling hulk of rotting wood . squatting among 
these high~rise hospital buildings. My room for the duration since I 


gave my ward bed to a Vietnam kid who called me pop. Pop. Jesus! But I am 


“aN ; \o a - 

this war's pop as the GIs ‘were mae theirs the doughboys. ( ee 
AY : 
For peaceable folks we do have wars. 6COM ie 


Since I have my precious divorce Papers I will no ie see the leaves, ~~ : 
dark leaves, rushing up from the face of my wife, the tears runnjeg™ upwards too,yes? 


ie ene stle teres 


The lovely cape of hers twisting upwards among the running leaves like 
an inverted cone. Ah yes. And am I making fun of what I know is 
beautiful? I did't know and no matter for beauty transcends. What is N 
lovely will forever be beyond us, yy ae 0: Sy 8 it. Wace \ 
But recently I sew among the rushing leaves a ghost in the slippery 
back-swept glass, the face of that evil, infatuated imp from VE day, who 
will forever be transported from the past and into future realms more 
horrible than war. She has forever watched my dying and watches it now 
as a ghost in windshields. Bear with me a while as I'm rational. I am 
next to death, smelling of dirt as the Greeks say, but my memories 
forever quicken because, you see, our experiences never grow old. 
Therefore my first lover, my coarse lipped baker's daughter is alive 
among the glossy eae ie ee day; my imp, ever-watching imp, 
too, is fresh and \Say horribly alive her eyes! Black and shining onyx. /\ 
But you know, the creature that the Japanese encounter in the 
dark and final wood has a blank and featureless face, not the warty, knobby 
bitch we find horrifying. And after I read of this I knew why on 
exquisite eecasions my evil imp loses all her features to the uprushing 
leaves and hangs in whatever windshield, and often framed in ware 
pane of this sunporch, with a perfectly smooth face. I have even gotten 
to see her in my dreams without a face, stock still among the smashed 
and slashed ruins of Wistalinabnt. All crystal nights and sometimes ge 
my own. i. | 
I4ve got to atop being interested in everybody's old stories. 
They freight my life with more than it can bear. 
Red the fool-idealist, /looking back to see his death mask in the 
dark air of that trolley car, hungry little baker's girl, the glazings 


on the pastries—but my brain is right now burning out these outlines. 


_ CONTAINING A PEW DRIED FLOWERS WEIGHS END. THE PICTURE Is SNOWY 


See! We're spilling California into that thing: Laaiad flashy sleazy copulating 


WHITE CLOTHES HANGER FOR AN ANTENNA. 


AND SLIPS OFTEN, BOTH VERTICALLY AND HORIZONTALLY. IT RESEMBLES 
TINTED MILK AT TIMES. 


We shouldn't watch this. 


a 
Why not? 2 4 [ive Veale 


meray fuck it up. . O ae Sew Purch y 


geite the iiecsite. 


HO; you're intiio, Doc. These poor suffering fuckers might hoe: to ) go ee : ts | 
back to Vietnam and be prisoners all over again on account of ua. Batter: oS 
shut it off. I got fuckin enough to be responsible for. — 
(AN ORANGE SWATH OF LIGHT SPLASIRS IN UNDER A RAED OF THE APARTMENT BALCONY, 


BLEACHING OUP THE PICTURE EVEN MORE. ) 


electronic fluid. . 

Here's Kissinger saying something. 
Only a commercial, Jack my boy. He's offering his bronse-coated Shit to 
other Jeu. Why don't you take him up on it, Doo? 


I don't wear it on my sleeve. 
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Here they come down the ramp. tould've been ne. me 

I led a charmed life in Nam. 
Heroin. | 

Plus other forms of shit. 
Give me your tired~- 


your whores-- 


Well will you look at old Sarge there. stripes 
and stripes and stripes. | I never raised my. 
dad to be a soldier. | | 
He's a hardass, yes? Like your father, Jack? 
| ‘Shut the fuck up will you Doc? His brother was a softass in Canada. 
It balances out. - 
| One of our boys in Canada! That was my good brother 
Mickey! Salute! . ) | | 
And he died there did your Mickey. Why don't you give him a . medal, Nixon? 
That's Canada. We dortt own that yet. Not entirely. oe 
Is that who that is? Tricky Dicky? How can you tell with that picture? 
We hear orying. oa ae nee | — oe 
a Mickey was a saint. He did what I was afraid to ao. i 
I went to Vietnam like a cod little puppy, - 
Sergeant-Daddy's good little. puppy. : 
Saint? Maybe yes maybe no. Probably maybe. Give me one of those beers Doo. 
| Give? Everything has its price. But here you go. But we are not | 
amused, Coffee. | | 
Yuk! Diabetic piss! Califuckinfornia brew. . Mat . 
And that, Coffee, is not of the moment. What is is «Nixon or whoever : 
can't get that medal on that...captain? | 


/ 
.. How were the 8lute? a ne 


| Mo better than that? snits 


What I te1z you fuckin Doc? 


oe Open Your mouth a “ttze wider, Jew. Then i oan put my cock ‘in it--pay you 
: “for the beer fair and round. 


My brother painted landscapes. Utah! 


The west} 
Beautiful! Jesus! 


Except for the moral landscape. 


Heavy! He-a D-yyyyuyY Doe! 


+ at 
tek 


Is Something stuck Up in your kikey ass? 


Coffee, you are far beneath contempt. It is why I am drawn to you. 


8 not just that you're an anti-semite ora 
slime-snorting pig. It! 


I don't know.. eit! 


8 much much more. yoy disgust me so entirely 


that I can't stay away from you. 


Your depravity transcends. 
- The Chosen People by A. Hitler. 


Now available in Paperback, Cassette, LP, 


and t~shirt, And if you Call right now! 


Nixon or whoever is still oeeEtene with 
that captain. 
Who's leading? 


Let's turn it off, Ir been thiske: 


Like us. = 


I don't want to sound interested, but what was it like, Vietnam? 
Coffee already touched upon it. 


I know it all. Regular Cal int prea ; 


‘ll make me a saint acs I stop JePeIne off. 
Or maybe Jaat promise to. 


They 


Nam was the Zenith Ciftendoies at Mom's. 
Explode a gook for Mother's Day. 


I walked into the news one day... Fuckin cables — ee 
all crisscrossed on the ground and Dan Rather and eo 


Rowand K. Smith. "Who are you?". they fuckin hiss , Hi 
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| I knew that they had fucked up their little exercise, that they 
thought they were miles from any GIs. With their fuckin shooting—around 
blotches of white fire! 


V 
It was Rdprible, ..and that's why I'm so fuckin happy it never happened. 
Like a lot ‘of things that happened and it's nice to know they didn't 
right? That's what they call History. 


A 
But 1 didn't happen and Skipper doesn't check into a veterans hospital 


every month or so for tests. He's wea by now. And I get about 


6 


Didn't some Hitler doctor pour concrete into cunts? Education'll 


five strep throats a year, but I don't. 


Save the world. Aint it a strange love though? 

Soon the three men will Sleep, their heads on the table; the deer 
wtll be gone. "Skipper!" he will spout in his st esp and the other 
two will munble. Frana then he'll whisper "Mickey oh little Mickey. 
Let me go down in the water with you where you drowned. I'll go down 


in the water there and tell you I love you." 


aN 


. Through one of tose horizontal spring days_fePt-of waves of pink and 


white petals and their sudden perfumes—along with whirling paper and grit. 
I rgn through the sweet odors; once in what seemed an endless cloud of creamy 
petals I halted eek unwrap newspapers from my legs. Another time a tiny 
a needle arty into my cheek at the precise moment the flying day 
af Saporaihi ly Eo "Ages 
I resumed running in that darkness, towards a trolley canL.waeed-to 
“Cate which the sunlight was spddding over, rendering it a buttery toy 
at the end of my vision. I Slowed my steps when I saw it was just standing 
there, the motorman doing something to the cable that‘: held the trolley mechanism 
to the overhead wire. In & second a newspaper was blown into him, surrounged 
his head as he flashed oft etae with a butcher knife. I saw then, splaying 
out in the racing sunlight, the frayed ends of a few strands of that cable. ; 
He went back to his sabotage, reflections of the knife skipping across the 
milky blue of the nearby tavern window. When I got closer I could see 
the window had been pushed in, was resting against a barstool a foot or so 
inside the tavern. There were large brown pieces of glass from brewn-whi skey 
- bottles on the pavement along with a jigsaw assortment of other pieces, and 


through all of this a Small man with a soaking-wet apron down to his shoetéps 
itself 


was walking a straw broony bright aS sun,as the wi was still hacking 
ferociously away at the trolley cable. , Le Sf 


} { 
roupn pal 
And when I gprived ty hopping -into light, he had joined the bartender on 
the sidewalk and was trying to wrestle the broom Ba, At first it 


seemed an earnest struggle to-me but they were hooting and laughing; 


Te ene 
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finally they let it skitter off, soon toasting each other with fifths of 
whiskey, both laughing again as the motorman, punched at the swirling dirt and 
paper with the hand holding the bottle, then licked the hand to capture 

the whiskey that had been sloshed, the tawness of which thrust ae my 


nostrils as I ran past them, jumping over the broom and barely keeping 


my balance on the slippery glass with the bartender offering his bottle 
and doing his own shuffling pantomime, ae me e 


As patches of cornyellow and bruise~colored light waved over us I rushed 


on to intercept another trolley line curving in three blocks further. Their 
: laughter followed me upon the wind but I pondsned if they were laughing at me 
or at a bum who was running back and forth inside the trolley car, the removable 


ve 
control handle in his b wed hand,and making what he conceived to be trolley 


noises. 


I ran harder to outrace that laughter, past workmen and their wives sitting 
: on porches and listening ot the radio, \watlally big consoles with round dials 


hauled out from living rooms for the occasion. I tho#ght then that the rooted, 


ae 


stolid couples looked like photographs in Life Magazine. 


They strained to catch the source of that laughter chasing me. but it 
was washed out by shrieking cacaphony growing towards us from the trolley I 
hoped to catch. _ 

I jumped off the curb to run between the tracks, thinking to beat what I could 
see now was an open trolley to the convergence point; then I could run directly 
ahead of it to the stop. I was at the point of giving up because of it crisp 
pace but when it reache the curve leading onto my track it had to slow 

Wee, drastically, almost tipping, the ppople ee rushing to the high side with ' . 


7 
acry of whoa. The car was headed YALE BOWL, the only line still to have 


o.t? 
but it was ‘head: Sowntown of course, so these roisters could 
bring their Zetle ration to the one m§ which reached me asa sort of 


A oo a” Phe laragy- 070 wich 


pare 


wars anymore that we shouldn't celebrate greasing the little 

fuckers that threatened our little bitty finger-fucked daughters, 

now what I mean? I mean , like now we have heroes, Doc. It's been 
i) a long fuck time sice we had fuckin heroes-—-we really had hardons 
for them. So give us, like, a break! That's why the bands and 
little whores and all the yellow ribbons!" 

He waved a jellied arm to indicate the ribbons tied onto trees 
and poles up and down the street. Doc note, the brass glint of 
7 * instruments far down that brilliant street” dnd heard, the muddy 
music for the first time. G c oy) ow| 
~o ih The guard fianlydirecte ‘dhim out, “ear baclfing inot 

phalanxes of restless cheerleaders. ae 
When Doc drove on a [parallel block he thought of the patient 

from the Korean War he was doning to see at the Veterans hospital. 

ic Old Popsicle Fingers he had named himself, painfully typing letters 
on an old portable to support relief for Agent Orange victims of 


Vietnam. Y eye v) 
A dull thump of drums d, and as the car reached cross 


blocks, wind-thrown blast of music vibrated rills of ae light. 


In the gritty shaking of the car he remember ‘we. suicidefof friend 
during that sunken period. tia blest nr btn Ore SYYG ml 
And the black woman’s strong phrases spoken with such 


fragility. And these, of course, are young men who do not look Q; C- 
like ours. 


"All young men look like ours," Doc whispered, the darkened 
image of Skipper thrusting up his popsicle fingers into the 
gnashing, martial light. 
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In the hst.of twilight a blue-black s jounced over a wet 
pine~flanked road, its headlights projecting a weak yellow cone which 
ed mS 
uae and plunged, anges hammered a edges by black treetrunks. 
tetra Fe car plowed uphill through small firs and piles ag brush, 


espe ty/ branches and twigs slapping and screeching the screeching 


echoing even after a pile of lumber banged out both headlights and the 
car Wace. the rear wheels spinnifig to whining purple blurs, flinging 
ee Ce of bark which floated slowly down into the smoke from 


thé spinning tires. 


The driver was barely visible over the broken branches piled up on the 


windshield. He rested his head on the steering wheel for a few seconds, 
then suddenly flung open his door and stumbled out. Almost immediately 
he was running through the icy ruts of the road, his panting and 
wheezing.nearly in the same register as the still~squealing tires. 
ath 
his whole body alowiy sinking. But he recovered, gasping, rushing towards 
a widening gray-black snowfield which climbed up to a thick belt of 
snowdusted conifers. 


His running spread his body, throwing his legs: and arms wide, and 


he collapsed just before he reached the darkened forest, stopping abrubtly 


to sink, his shirt.a white-purple smudge on the in light. 


Maa, 


we turned off the road by leaping a black ditch, his knees buckling} 
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Another man came out of the woods, a smalle® man who fussed with 
a pipe which he methodically tamped down and then lit, the flareup showing his 
tiny face, laughing and quizzical. In his heavy red and black flannel 
shirt he looked almost like a child in oversized clothes. 

"So I think you Mickey's daddy. You almost get here, hey Mickey's 
daddy? I don't know ahout big hurry.but you get here almost » hey Mickey's 
daddy?" He chuckled and puffed,the/ ree a bowl flaring wider, the 
car ticking away, the branches screaming on its hood as the rear swung 
slightly and the tires whined.even more. 

Sarge came to wrapped in ragged quilts on a cot by a small keg stove, 

its red-hot patch near the pipe holding up a blue enamel] Cone pot. 
"Hey! You okay? I open door. Like fuckin Miami Beach," Che small man 
kicked open the door. "Goddamn! there! | bree e. But maybe you still 
cold." And he snatchel a huge overcoat from a wooden peg and threw it over 
Sarge. “Here! That Canadian army I think so. Hey you big like fuckin 


bear! But I tell you this coat Be rosetta? on fuckin sleeves. . dia Se a ate A 
How you say?" | 
"Stripes." . n o v/ 


"Yeah. I tell you, you fuckin private. Little private in wpong army 
I think so." A a | 

Sarge blinked in surprise that his voice came out so thick in a 
the overheated air. "I've been...worse screwups. And I'm not dead." 

“Not unless hell have lot of beer." A tiny red and blue network of 
veins flickered around Frenchy's gray eyes. 

Sarge raised himself on an elbow, fell back. "God what now?" 

"We worry after steak and potato and fuckin dozen brew." 

"No objection. Thanks. Say, how the hell you carry me?" 


“Hey Mickey's daddy ryt most of time like fuckin moose.. -how you sxy?" 
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Frenchy pantomimed pulling, newspapers and Playboy centerfolds tacked up 
behind him on the cabin wall shaking in the waves of heat. 
“Dragged me." 
"Nor so bad, Mickey's daddy. Still snow up here." 
ree 


| "Well thanks again. YOu could've let me x o" 
| - "Yeah but now I throw fuckin steak aN : a 

Sarge shrugged ander all his covers. ‘Almost dying makes you 
goddamn fuckin hungry. Thirsty too. This is ahout fifth time I almost 
bought it, but it's first time I didn't have no help from any fuckin 
Kraut or Jap[" oh CTA - 

Frenchy was becoming bemused tossing piches of salt into a huge 
frying pan, but finally lifted his spgll eyes to Sarge. "I know someday 
you come see Frenchy, Sarge. I know long time akout you. I talk many 
time to Mickey. And even Jack too. Fuckin Jack!" 

Sarge sat up on the cot, the old overcoat sliding to the floor, 
Frenchy kicking it under the cot to get it away from the stove. 

Sarge was shaking his head. "I wasn't coming to see you or anybody else. 
That's the fuckin weird part of it. When...when Jack wasn't in his cabin 
or in town I just went nuts. All of fuckin life adding up to minus zero. | 
I though I was driving the hell out of here when the road just ended. 
That's when something went in me. Clicked off. If I could've gotten . 
that car out of there I'd 've run it into a big fuckin tree at around 
seventy five. Ah, what the hell, _they was all too little anyways, the 
trees." Frenchy, lights a Rethschidte gives it to Sarge, lights one for 


himself. "Thanks. And when I know I was stuck in that pile of crap 
I thought I would run and ran and run, just run andfun till I collapsed and died. 


Crazy I guess." 
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"Hey I go. Fuckin crazy fifty time fuckin year." Frenchy banged the 
skillet down onthe small stove and nudged the blue coffee pot until it 
was half on and half off. 

Sarge gripped his knees and rocked slightly. "I went through hell up 
here beftre with Mickey, trying to get him to come home to his mother. 

And then I hear he's dead. And then they can't find his Bidyeand they 
can't find his body. Tricky currents in the lake or ee 

While exhibiting a huge sirloin steak to Sarge, Frenchy comments 
"Oh yeah? She like old wife to me that lake. I know her tricks you 
bet your ass." He threw the steak into the pan and it immediately sizzled. 
| "And then it's Jack up here! Jack! And I’ve oh go through the 
same shit again: The same Lectures + “edt md! : 


Frenchy shook the long handle of the fry pan vigorously, his whole 


Jesus Christ! " 


small body vibrating. "Jack he got trick too I think so." 

Frenchy went out the open doorway and Sarge called/after him. 
"I just want him home. For his mother." 

Frenchy returned with two popped~open beer handed one to Sarge. 

"You know, Sarge, I see your headlights fivg...mile ago and I start 

walk. Frenchy he know old woodpi le-déie. stop ou. You know, car still 
run down dere. Tick tick tick. I guess it/heat over pretty quick." 

Sarge was staring at the beercan. /'I don't know what happened to Jack. 
He said he was gonna pray." 

"Shit!" Frenchy poured half b4s beer over the steak, the ensuing 
cloudes of steam obscuring him except for a red smudge of shirt. 
“Pray ,shit! Shit he pray! MZhat sonabitch! I know where he go pray you 


bet your ass. He go early/morning for see other empty head in woods." 


Satine dt 
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| nRopecne in the aoe Ae. b ¢, 4M 
"They pray a aah Frenchy very—how you say?—-religion man. 
Hah! Your Jack he not like Mickey." 
Sarge drank absently. "No, that's for sure. But who is this—-?"' 
"Is saint Mickey! From inside come everything I swear to Christ! 
Even fuckin light."" He pointed to the dark light in the doorway. And 


I tell you some other thing Sarge, I see that day he-—- I show you tomorrow, 


_ down dere to Lake and Mickey's boat dere. I see from up here. Like all 


in bad wind. 
clouds...boiling and wind swing and trees...go wrong way/ And then like 
4 soe 


air get suck, I look down and lake like fuckin ocean with wave, 

big fuc oe Ana I see Mickey's little boat and it go"~—quickly turning 
over his small red hand in the cabin now red from the stove—- 

"over., Little boat go over real fast. I yell, by Christ I yell and yell 


Sarge, but nobody down dere hear nothin. But Russell—-he got cabin 


cruiser and he see ane:minute after Frenchy and he get that big fucker out dere. 


But-—"' 


Sarge slumped forward and his elbow dropped on his knee, his forehead 


to his hand. "No Mickey,"' he whispered. | 


While flipping the steak with a rusted fork Frenchy yelled over its 
slap. "Hey Sarge! Frephy find Mickey. Not tomorrow. Next day. 
Goddamn scuba guys from city go way third time, fifth time I don't know. 
They don't know shit. You and me find. Lots of storms after ites eal 
know how you say, go way downy water." | 

“Drowned."The word, flatly pronounced, stopped them for a moment. And 
then Frenchy blinked and spoke quite softly. "Okay. Okay. You bring 
one boy back to Mama." | 


in % 
i 
be 
5 2 < 
ee aS 
‘. : 


3 


130 


In the midst of the brightly colored boxes and tipped-over bottles 


she stares at the phone banging against ‘the just washed tiles. 


"Vi?" His own shattered, groping voice. 


flipper on foots! 
Or fuckin air tank neither! Like scuba assholes. Hey Sarge! !" and he 
rumnaged inf corner, throwing off copies of HOCKEY NEWS until he came 
up with a pile of raw and overdelicate paintingg on beard. ma zie 
_ picture? I got whole shitload. Beeb a ot ire 19 
| WENLE © one when I go. I think Jac got one ay could see 
the bessae his nind; large as a baby's fist. es held up one 
which was a smear of pansies. 
"Nice. I'll take it with me when I go." 
"My daaghter, she paints this shit. 


"Jack's looks nice." 
“But she no real artist--not like Mickey." 


Frenchy drained his beer and then sprinked the steak with what was 
left in the can, which he threw out the door. Now he was slapping his head. 
"She got no brains neither. That's why she marry Jack next year. I got all 
fixed. Frenchy dumb Hoopbut dumb like fox , you know, Sarge?n 
"I certainly do." 
“Two papas, huh?! . 
Sarge was looking for a handhold on the cot to Pua himself up. 
aT shddd get downkgthat car." 
"Fuck the car. I go to inn tomorrow phone them take piece of shit aways 
I know ass Roger rent cars. Frenchy break his fuckin skull one time. 
He come back from hunting and wife—you know Frenchy's wife Louise? 
Own inn?" 
"Yes of course. Louise?" 


Liks Sari: | 
"She goddamn strong woman. Like bear too. 4 Bat this time she cry and ory. 


Aue 


ig 


shee 


—— Aod w Ge. Z 


They, th alg Fea &ir bea 


_- Marie she bring home Roger and live with him in room like fuckin curiae’ 


for two night. And this big strong Mama she don't know what to do. 


So she cry and cry. Jesus Christ she don't know!" 


2s nt nSEST TEM Rte 


“X think you did." 

“Bet your ass Sarge cause I get pool stick from Alan, he's postman, 
take it out from hand before he...push at shot, and I get in dere and 
hers this fuckin Roger in little bikini underwear shorts you know, and 
I say you fuck my daughter I break your fuckin head. And I right way 
smash him a good one Sarge, make part his fuckin girl's~hair I tell you! 
, Well he scream and hop like fuckin frog and then he run and jump in lake 
and Frenchy too, my big clothes and boots in the water and keep hit that 
sonaitch till my boots they get full of water and Frenchy almost... 


e 


a n 
es He hit his head with a piece of firewood, "“Thickt 


Hey Sarge? Fuckin Roger, he swim.,that bastard! To Sister's Island— 
dD ge 


long fuckin way. I show you not tomorrow, but next day. Tomorrow 


take it easy, Sarge. Drink fuckin beer. You rest, Frenchy catch fish. 


Hey you laugh! After,I fuckin laugh myself but no €. The, Frenchy 


livec out here. I forget ©. tell you A a daughter she scream out \ 


window when he whack fuckin Ae aust want see her papa no more! | 
| My little Marie and I clean her dss plenty time. Then she go live in Oy r . 


8 woods and paint fuckin picture. Hey! What the fuck I care? I got Woy \e% 
phenty food, beer. I got radio for hockey game and Metropolitan Opera. 

ene ae no...Singing himself but he love fuckin opera. So he' 3s not all . wW 

the time animal—man, Sarge. Hey Mate, she get all fuckin shithead ideas. me 

She go to college. Keene State in New Hampshire. Frenchy's family all 2 

fuckin mixed up, French, Canadian, American. Louise, she fuckin maniac from A : | 


Maine. And so Marie she paint fuckin little flower. How you say? 


Wildflowers." : Ye | 


¥s 


f ° ‘ 
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“Wild like her papa. But shut up, Frenchy ” 


"No. Please." Sarge was leaning forward on the cot, rubbing his knees. 


“It keeps me from getting any more depressed." 
whe Yr see Jack first time I say hah! And then I walk almost whole day ~~ 
to get ae flower picture, whole bunch. Marie she hit and hit but 
I get fuckin picture anyway. I hang in inn to make ae, and I drag —is 
‘that how you say, pulling?—~Jack in dere and give him best picture. 
He start asking hundred fuckin question and that's why I Say a fox , 
this Frenchy. And now he walk out dere all fuckin night. Next year Sarge 
come back for wedding." 
| "It'd be nice to come up here for something fuckin pleasant." 
"So now Sarge drink beer and eat and don't get no heart attack here. 
We be liKeJack. No worry and talk shit all day. You know he chop wood 
for me? He chop nothing pF reneny swear to Christ, but I give him two a 
case beer and shitload wood. 7 cook steak more. Thick mother." 
"We thank you. He needs al ifhe help he can get." 
"Marie she help him a ie bet your ass. First thing she help him from 
pants. My Marie! She one goddamn woman I tell your" <7 
"She sounds it. They can do what they're gonna and then bullshit each 
other's ears off. You know, I have to get to the inn tomorrow, phone his 
mother." 
"Hey you stay ane: You two boys my friendgjand you my friend. I don't 
give shit for nothing Sarge! You get top crazy {' Sind crazy woman in village." | 
Sarge leaned back to let his shoulders and head touch the cabin wall. 
"I don't think I could crank up for that.! , 
"Good, cause I tell you Sarge, you start that shit -and they come out 
here and bang on door. I don't want that ay VCH; AV J 
“Christ! Tried to kill myself an hour or so ago and now I'm sitting aure) | 
hex, fuckin snug and drinking beer and even vaguely consibring wild-cumick women!" 
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"I tell you Sarge you go out look at fuckin sky! You do that! 


Look at trees! Locdkat stars! Sonabitch! And smell! For Chrissakes 


_ you smell it, Sarge! You can smell insde here, little. You look at 


every fuckin place out dere! Big! 

“Hey! Fuck a woman eat a fish laugh at bullshit story, shoot deer. 
What the fuck you want, Sarge? So you shit up your life. Fuck it. 
Frenchy fuck up more than you are. Fuck it. Life aint that kind of shit 
anyways. ,I kill ane oe fuck, cigarettes. I take up pipe for to stop 


and smke ao OM the fuck can understand? Sarge...I know my English 
language aint so hot--" 


"No no no! That aint why I'm laughing." 


"I aint no smart guy but smart enough, you know?" 


athe tig Sten 


“SSNS PUCLA ATHLETIC DEPT. The shirt is gray with a bluish grid which © ae 


\ 2 E 
_) the stern of tha tiny red boat ‘bobbing up and down long after the sound ar 
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And they are in the small cedar rowboat, Saige rowing, the oars flashing 
-up above the mist and then down. to diese Sarge wears the heavy 
Canadian army coat while Frenchy, who plays out an improvised drag line 
which bumps a rusty ioe can full of bolts and nails along the bottom A 
of the'lake, is pulling on a cigarette, its smoke clinging to a..: 5! wy | U'2y 


sweatshirt whi shets-out OFF completely athe ats end hears the Tabel, of | 


is the color of the morning ligght too. The rope occasionally flings 
off driplets of crystaline water into the mists. 

And so they glide across the still, mist-pocketed lake, the rope 
silkily creasing it, Frenchy staring at that creage Shae hops 


and Sarge winces while bringing in oars. "I’take 1 down dere," 
: Cin Ay ye, 5 
whspers Frenchy, tossing his fobs. into the water, the singe coming = ae 
i Vw 


thinly back through the niée, w&take look. And he jumps in feet first, 


of the splash dies. ¢ fos a . 
And the rope sways, throwing off-drops of water, and Sweeping the ae 
surface clean of mist, as Freghy follows it down. 
In a few moments a patch of mist to Sarge's right hurls upward, 
followed by curved planes of icy green water and then the arched hack 
of the bass, and the white explosion as it leaps from the water. 
"Jesus! {/ bursts from Sarge. Frenchy pops up behind the boat, his 
voice echdng back from huge rocks from the island they are drifting past. 
"I disturb his snooze, Mr. Bass~fish." He swims a few feet to rest 
his lips blue and trembling. 
his elbow on the stern/ "Is down there old tires, 1932 I think so. 
But we find Mickey, Sarge. Soon. And Frenchy he cry like sonabitch. 


Frenchy he got no shame. “NOt like fuckin American,excuse please Sarge." 


wy, 


He pushes the boat and Sarge slowly rows. 
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the cold earth. 
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“Funny. I'm not thinking about seicices "es mace Un fish jumped 
out of there it scared the shit out of me but it-made me oe around. 


Christ! So beaatiful!" 


Fréphy fooks past Sarge's bulky shoulder to check the approach towards 
ony Island. When they get close enough to see the green-black of 
tree trunks under the frost, Frenchy tells Sarge to stop rowing. 

"Is near I think. I could see under water big...far. I see shirt I think. 
Maybe yes,maybe no. Frenchy don't know." 

"I've never seen water so clear." 

Frenchy closes his eyes as if counting and says no more. After 
a few seconds he slides down. He pops up once behind the boat, 

After 9 minute or two 
shakes his head, and dives down again, this time noisily. ‘Then he appears 
to Sarge's left. "I don't come up like old bass, huh Sarge? Like old 
bastard! * You pull in line. Frenchy don't need." 

Sarge compties » sensing the shadow of Frenchy flowing by as the 
heavy can swings into the side of the boat A. hum bo C. Many 


~) 


And after a long silence with only the~smallést¢ noise of the water 


lapping against the boat and the cry of a far distant loon, Frenchy 
explodes upward some twenty feet in front of the boat, gasps and bobs, 
finally holds up a hand for Sarge to stop. . 

And some thirty ate to the north withithe sun weakly brushing 
a clearing, an angular brunette woman in a long white dress sketches the | 
outline of a coxcomb with a red-purple pencil. Beside her a young man 
hold colored pencils between all of his fingers. She asks for a pencil 
and he hands her a dowel. When she discovers this she throws it at his face. er | | 


He pretends to cry. They giggle. They kiss, bare feet mingling in 
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EO lot, Clare Ay rtker down Y 
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ng, hig Sweatshirt a abliee 


, : ! _ Punning across his of 


i out of him would spread thro ugh 
Mi ; 
> okey and down through that’ lake, past its bottom rills, to the core 


As if there wens 


“Goddamn Mickey! Goddamn fuckin Mickey! *. 


His small gray eves. ané thick with tears; 
; still hums, his fingers down into the coat. 
You take eas 


ae 


» Sarge." : Soe 
| ‘thanks Frenchy. 
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. - And as Frenchy cee both hands to his face, the tiny slapping echos 
_of this gesture atipping over the flat lake, Sarge leans back and grasps ~ 
both knees. ON | 
Rocking, his soaking face taking on the pale buttery color:of the light. 
He continues to rock while Frenchy sobs Tito hig-hards. ‘ 
— | "I...wish...brought...flag up here," Sarhe \s wrenching” 
YX 9 ~—Hbsjhands dropping from his face, his fighting for breaths between sobs: 
‘Why for? What fuckin ee a Is flag for God? God have flag? 
0 ss 


i orld!" He is Aleve Frenchy. 
S\\At 
A in the clearing sky. 


- h ; : ; 
Mickey? Mickey<4& for whole fuckin 
,* 
em to dvtft as, if the boat stands still. 


The lake 


sine 


The islands 


I see. Yes. orld." 
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Doc pv mine --~ same references to what has happened 


tough burden in that martial stuff is good land bad 


Tage of forein w/ Nar 
iii: ame emp} 


ae Oren 
seamen ulf ya toa. 


\\ "Do you have any idea why You're here?" — san 
ee | 


"Dr. Willis wanted us to chat." 
"You're a psychiatrist. I don't need you. I know why I'm 
depressed." 
"Why is that?" a u/V 
i use I'm a ninety ie old black Quaker Lady who has 
endirea extraordinary stupidit , and now that I'm about to die we 
have\won! Won! Some silly mini-war where we plowed young men with 
bulldozers, and exploded others with smart bombs. Smart bombs! 
/\ ., And these, of course, are yong men who do not look like ours. 
Aye - é ad. And now there's a parade!" 


“Indeed, I had to buck quite a bit of traffi , and parking 
was..." waite 


"The Gulf War! Another glorious Rabe ex however miniature. 
Do you believe one can die of a broken heart, young man?" 
"Thanks for the compliment. And yes I do." 5 
"Well #’Ehere's nothing more to know about me." G 0S 
And Doc had to look back that green day to she here in the 
Sun-dappled windo to remember her, chiseled, sitting, black, 
gazing at iness- by tp 4 

en he got to his car\a fkt urthouse guard was perched 

i) onlthe bumper. "Hey! Here come the majorettes! You can smell the 

hair burning in their tight little twats. oh mama ! How'd you 
like to dip your wick in somethng like...? So tight that tears'd 
roll down your face!" 

"Before they engulf everything here, I've got to get moving. 
I'm a physician and..." 

“Hey I like that engulf. Like the Gulf War, right?" 

"I didn't mean..." 

"Yeah we never mean nothin." The guard knew that this 
Sarcastic statement showed him to be Superior in judgement. 
“Why don't your just take it easy, Doc? We don't have that man 


\) if ae ? ) 


Rem build pyr is perverse not braggy like college kids 


OOANOAhIis it happened or didn'tOt and general warrior philos is 
perverse game toolllUthey go on instincts a lotQOOO003QJuly 27, 
1953 Treaty at Panmunjohn, 

KoreaQlUO0O00ononnoo0oo othnooonootenn4 s000ohooog In darkening 
bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a 

pale umbrella floats. In the middle of the table... what seems 
to be an antique-gold pyramid. The three, outlined in bronze 
grains of trembling light, are laughing in a jazzy, syncopated 
way. What happens to laughter at such a time when purple 
insinuates sooty olds, sand deer jaten from the mouth of a black 
eer eah. aacreln F Land of the Morning Calm. And 
afternoon. 

Evening too yeah At least after the war when alls you could do 

is sit around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour 
there gien we got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to 
Sweet-smelling Pusan. But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a 
soldier! Not yet among you 4F commandos of the ordinance Corps, 
fucking up all manner of weapons and jeeps and tanks .OThat 
happened in Vietnam. where they sent a killer to repair 
binoculars !OITUnOOOOOOUEWhat a waste!(The speaker adds another to 


the flickering pyramid of beercans 


can. Pops the tab and the tiny spray picks up flecks of purple 
light.OThe umbrella, W seen, hangs above.so we all know is 
true, 

goddamn straight true: The old sergeants basic BasialUYou know 
something? Besides this being a mighty small aycania 

forlla trio of professional drinkers like us? You know, kids said I 
could never ask the basic questions. most lately about Vietnam 
naturally. Naml Her43!the most {tacked up war in this nations 
lifetime.OBesides ruining oe and all that shit it ruined 
my life , 

too.OM it, eq—=OBusted up my marriage, oe me a son up in Canada 
Can you ‘ 

imagine? Fuckin Canada? You don’t have to ee me about family. y 
You don’t have to tell me about country.ffTfhe other son, he went ant 


© 
me 


Nam and now he hates me for it, like I 


engineered the whole war or something. Ain't that some a | Cor 
They spit on him when he got back. In San Francisco see. they 

spit on him. Welcome to the world of soldiering. My country laos 
right or wrong and who gives a shit 270h000000U0e047000That therthe ( 


mos for al time. And the answer is I do. The 

Sergeants And all that shit pouring out of the TV about Vietnam 
And never the soldiers' side, the troopers’! The kid soldier 
maybe, crybaby, but never the troopers'. He takes what's given. 


Drop him down anywhere and gets it fuckin done Is only politics 


rom, Worx dtHreag Vy 
ere! leh Ve WY ») pol/ticgn Caps 
akes time. Fuckin Vietnam! What happened tous? 
professionals lost! Our trade and we lost at it.HYeah yeah yeah 
so e you and me and all sergeants again what you 
know, but you gotta be reminded. Maybe that last remindinglll 
pull the barrel out of your mouth.ORight or put it in there. Take 
your choice.OFuck it Open up your eyes and look at those deer out 
there. Ever is, 
wee Savening that fuckin beautiful? Her ,for algood company pd le 
this beautiful light. Right at this minute this is the neem 
on eartn.lfieah see there was a lot wrong in Nam and not just cause 
the 
boliticians were always dragging your balls down. There was the 
leadership there. I come close to fragging one little sucker 
Td@ll you. Whoops, getting my wars mixed up: That was Korea; But 
I know about a lot of fragging in Nam. Temporary cures. ey, we 
tell the truth to each other but we dot foul the nest.USo/rgeants 
agdin what y paetdrunk but you know what paetdrunk 
but] you ktcr after aftelook t my hand shakinte politigians 
dothooooood 
their dance and the people give up , then thergooda coe take has 
givenDand do something with it.0 It tiOThink about 
| hat falls his voice, falls and the blag 


yeods themselve seem to mean, the deer in pale silver outline 


baie, 
oa: Try Pd Arai hah 
shor" ayy | eee Snavt The, 


right. Fine. NoSweat. . Arld -++ nhothingOhappened, you got that? 
Yove been arounco ong enough to knowwhat 

I mean.UEverythinglll be fine.11000540000001 knew that they had 
tucked up their little exercise, thit 

theythought they were miles from any GIs. With their 

fuckinshoot ing-around blotches of white firelhit was horrible .., 
and thas why 1 St #irl The lieute never happened. Lie a lot of 


things that happenedangt is nice to know they didt right? Thas 


eranshospital everyaDnth or so for tests. Hhite bly, by nw. 


And I get about fivestrep throats a veoe but I dot.ODidt some 


. Hitler doctor pour concrete into oun; pe catioll 


the w@rld. Ain it a strange lo Mach?0Seon the three men. — 


Res 


deerwill be gone. Skipper! he will spout in his Sleep and the 


othertwo will mumble. And then ly, by nkey oh ittle Mickey. Let 


me go down in thewater with you. I love you.000 


t 7 , 
: J ae an A : C 
Her blond face peje, dark lavender water inside an 


| } 
: me OTANCY 
S acorn-shaped globe of ae € once seen in druggtSts" windows. 
ov 
ota)yarptonea lesntound ‘tesa ae rest of LlisiL ruoijil.,4 


: ‘ 


im 7 Surround’ her, Eyes the color of that liquid 


they appear ee Ce mee She leans forward shiugeesagg! put * 
ae 


J aAinger on ImeeEinishs globe, blocking out everything but cylinders 
. of Honey sotenas hair, ae 


GZ? Us por 
The face reasserts its Reson and dreaming,~the now=smai} finger 
¢ = - ; 


: wv 
traciidy a rising bubble. 


e disappea 


oy, and the wator instantly warms from the heavy 


burgundy light of the room, with that immediately replaced by a 


the carbonations curving up from 


j 


oie gaping mouth. S Said something to him, 


slowly muttered, 


and ending withYotate of undress." It is almost as though her 


first few words had been sucked into the heavy light, the burgundy 


oe the spongy rug with its mene ii oe roses. 


A a ae ok 
Sprung up, his fingers ike’ aw) 8 ite ee | of minnows in that / 


} ok Shirt, its patrons magnified to the, 
mies \ 


\ \ Mr a eee < is yelling over the hem Mae future is out 


4 there 2 


choke! You 


t in your ‘dream-globe or in this dusty room makes you. 


Staring and mooning and reading I don'tt know what 


kind of morbid books for lady undertakers or something I 


Red Dont! Please! But he has taken off his shirt, has 


dropped it 


Without a Collar ang I'm Called undressed, Jim~i-neeee) You sure 


you're not my mother? 


. 


branch outside now drifting past a crack in the tall drapes. He 
leaps ae! flinging his arms wide. Look at that! Will you look 
at that? A he Rdances in agitation, the blotches on this chest 
and belly hectic and pulsing. Sei me Verna, aint that a Magnolia 
blossom out there and it's November eleventh? I tell you it don't 
know what’ season it is out there. It'd drive you Crazy altogether! 
She has turned away from all his movement, is breathing on the 
closed lid of the grand piano, watching hcr breaths disappear from 
its varnished “Se>surface. \kik -+- that what you came here for, Red? 
To drive me crazy? () 

A few flashes from outside wave across his freckled forehead before 

v 


\ 
£ C 
he answers in a breathless rush: [ came to_get y. out of this 


/ 
house , 


where you can't even breathe in this room your dad should rent to. 
the undertaker Cause it's like being dead to Stay here) instead of 
.Tunning down to the Delaware River out there and ripping off all 
Our clothes and Swimming like crazy maniacs! In his enthusiasm he 
Slaps the enormous Piano and pain snakes across his forehead like 


\ 
lines on a Comtex chart. His voice hops an octave; The war is 
(t 


over! Today! 


Verna slides along the Piano and by him to Plop into a mushy 


Doc pv mine -- same references to what has happened 


tough burden in that martial stuff is good land bad 


Loma pr of fenein w/ Nat 4 « : 
Sluterwin ang OM [+p 


ams The Gulf , On _, 


see \\ 
"Do you have any idea why You're here?" — ‘\ 
\ oat 


“Dr. Willis wanted us to chat." 
"You're a psychiatrist. I don't need you. I know why I'm 
depressed." 
“Why is that?" aw Naat) 
wie I'm a ninety ag old black Quaker Lady who has iN 
endured extraordinary stupidity, and now that I'm about to die we 
have\won) Won! Some silly mini-war where we plowed young men with bk 
bulldozers, and exploded others with smart bombs. Smart bombs! 
J\ .. And these, of course, are yong men who do not look like ours. 4 ald 
Ayes =) ad. And now there's a parade!" 


“Indeed, I had to buck quite a bit of traffi , and parking \Ady 


v) 
“The Gulf War! Another glorious chapter; however miniature. 


Do you believe one can die of a broken heart, young man?" 

“Thanks for the compliment. And yes I do." : 
"Well’fhere's nothing more to know about me." G 04 
And Doc had to look back that green day to she here in the 
sun-dappled windo to remember her, chiseled, sitting, black, \A\ 


gazing at ness- Oy \P 6 A) 
en he got to his car we urthouse guard was perched ’ 


i) onthe bumper. "Hey! Here come the majorettes! You can smell the 20 
hair burning in their tight little twats. Oh mama! How'd you 
like to dip your wick in somethng like...? So tight that tears'd ye 
roll down your face!" 
"Before they engulf everything here, I've got to get moving. : 
I'm a physician and..." brit 
“Hey I like that engulf. Like the Gulf War, right?" 


"I didn't mean..." 
“Yeah we never mean nothin." The guard knew that this [, 
sarcastic statement showed him to be superior in judgement. % 


“Why don't your just take it easy, Doc? We don't have that man 


a - 
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Rem build pyr is perverse not braggy like college kids 


QOANMAhis it happened or didn't[t and general warrior Philos is 


perverse game toolUthey go on instincts a lotOQOOono30July 27, 
1953 Treaty at Panmunjohn, 

Ko realOCUON0nGononooo ot ooonooveno4 Sogochooog In darkening 
bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a 

Pale umbrella floats. In the middle of the table... what seems 
to be an antique-gold pyramid. The three, outlined in bronze 
grains of trembling light, are laughing ina jazzy, syncopated 
way. What happens to laughter at such a time when purple 
insinuates sooty olds, and deer wach from the mouth of a black 
Sebas eah. gol heln F Land of the Morning Calm. And 
afternoon. 

Evening too yeah At least after the war when alls you could do 
is sit around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour 
there when we got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to 
Sweet-smelling Pusan. But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a 
soldier! Not yet among you 4F commandos of the ordinance Corps, 
fucking up all manner of weapons and jeeps and tanks .OThat 


happened in Vietnam. where they sent a killer to repair 


binoculars !OITOnqo0ooooveWhat a waste!(The speaker adds another to 


the flickering pyramid of beercans 


in the center of the white table. Well hell now! You two old 
sergeants liked the shit smell of 

Pusan. Reminded you of your Rebel homes. The two other men 
chuckle, offer waving toasts in the deepening 

twilight, these gestures telling him to go on. They use shit for 
fertilizer there, as you two grizzlies know! 

Got stuck out one night on maneuvers. , Carved out a squash and 
slept in it.OSo is badl No .tber drunk is Saying anything. HCy . 
Got stuck | 

out oneding to a story tha deadly fuckin serious. But 
dothh4e00OOsweat it cause it never happened. Well it did but it 
didn't. 

allls you have to know in this world is what didn't happen. And 
old sergeants know things that never happened better than anybody. 
Anyways what did happen, believe it our not, is that the war 
ended just about when I eased into my second tour ty why they 
sent me: End the war Yes Sir Right away Sir Well yore wrong cause 
ding to a story that you and me and all the Cother sergeants run 
the fuckin army which is conveniently 

forgotten in peace time. Hell in wartime too. oh what am I 
talking 

about? Preaching to the choir. Christ Almighty worse than a 


crying drunk or something. Let me fish another brew out here. He 


pushes aside a hunk of black, bobbing ice to get a dripping 


Can. Pops the tab and the tiny spray picks up flecks of purple 
light .OThe umbrella, W seen, hangs above.so we all know is 
true, 

goddamn straight true: The Old sergeants basic BasialOYou know 
something? Besides this being a mighty small pyranid 


forfla trio of professional drinkers like us? You know, kids said I 


could never ask the basic questions. most lately about Vietnam 

naturally. Naml Her43!the most (tacked up war in this nations 

lifetime.OBesides ruining ae and all that shit it ruined 

my life , 

too.[M it, eq = [Busted up my marriage, La me a son up in Canada 
\ 

Can you \ 

imagine? Fuckin Canada? You don’t have to tell me about family. 


S) 


| 
You don’t have to tell me about country. ffrhe other son he went CAN y 
Nam and now he hates me for it, like I ALL 
engineered the whole war or something. Ain't that some ae | Cor 
They spit on him when he got back. In San Francisco enna they 
spit on him. Welcome to the world of soldiering. My country ay 
right or wrong and who gives a shit ?UnOOO00QUED47000That therthe 
mos for al time. And the answer is I do. The 
Sergeant. And all that shit pouring out of the TV about Vietnam 
And never the soldiers' side, the troopers'! The kid soldier 


Maybe, crybaby, but never the troopers'. He takes what's given. 


Drop him down anywhere and gets it fuckin done Is only politics 


tens XS, Weard ted Mae 
akes : thet He heb Pid ae ee polttic GOP'S As 


professionals lost! Our trade and we lost at it.OYeah yeah yeah 
SO e you and me and ail Sergeants again what you 


know, but you gotta be reminded. Maybe that last remindinglll 


pull the barrel out of your mouth.ORight or put it in there. Take 
your choice.DFuck it Open up your eyes and look at those deer out 
there. Ever ee 

seé anything that fuckin beautiful? Her,for algood company pd ne 
this beautiful light. Right at this mi‘nute this is the bes 4 
on earth.YYeah ... there was a lot wrong in Nam and not just cause 

the 

politicians were always dragging your balls down. There was the 
leadership there. I come close to eesuaing one little sucker 

T@ll you. Whoops, getting my wars mixed up: That was Korea But 

I know about a lot of fragging in Nam. Temporary cures. ey, we 

tell the truth to each other but we dot foul the nest .0OSo0/rgeants 
again what y paetdrunk but you know what paetdrunk 

but} you ktcr after aftelook t my hand shakinte politioians 

doYhOOOo0o0u 

their dance and the people give up , then thergood coe take has 
givenDand do something with it.0 It tiOThink about 
mat falls his voice, falls and the blag 


¥ 


sods themselve seem to_maan, the déer in pale silver outline 


iy Tye Ara ‘8! 


pao 2 ae a ee the 


lifting up their heads. I knee it all once, Hey when you're 
young and full of hot 

shit ready to explode you know it all. Like this young lieutenant 
in Korea. 

Skipper. He got on my case a lot of times back then. Twenty years 
ago? And for what? Not asking the basic questions or however it 


was expressed back then. Like suits change their fuckin Styles, 


you know? I don’t know. Something I was doing wrong or thi nki 
wrong ake ise 


that all the young pissers knew, was born knowin Oh yeah! Hey! 
Can’t even see you guys now. Well, just. Knew tcr after aftelook 
waited long enough. ow what the hell’s approaching? That come up 
out o hesapeake Bay or Something? Halt! Who fuckin goes there? 
Iwo barely-discernable men with silvery sticks come 
towardsthe7n.Oaited long enough. ut that. Didt know this here 
was the post 

golf course. Just come Over here cause they had the enlisted 
men’s club closed for renovations. Expanding it for the next war. 
Pardon me! Sing. what makes the grass grow so green in Aberdeen? 
Chickenshit _ Light breathing is heard one ball clinks into a cup 
sseegueee piste playing by Braille, if you ask me. I did 
that plenty but not on 

no golf course. Oksiy okay okay dot be some damn - ut that. 


Didt knowuirt lieutenant but oregonna wish I didt cause yore 


gonna find out Something you don’t wanna know. You guys is hard, 
but nobody's hard e€nough.OSo iwas Skipper in Korea. Aint that 
Some name for a man? But what 

the fuck it was the new army back then. Aint it always?Always 
new everything everywhere. Can’t keep fuckin up with it except is 


alwaysOS.0. s. Same ole shit .hAnyways when yore young yore fuckin 


and thas al )ffiere is to it. You think yore some kind of angel 
but there take wot do Screw a Snake and Say it was for Science. 
And is a wonder the lady’ s crotches don’t melt out of their pants 
with you a hundred yards away.managed to find twenty gallons? 
Then five pairs of 

Binoculars, got us a couple of cases of oranges from a havy ship 
at 

Pusan. Hey! Since we took our chances on the plague let the 
Swabiesflirt around with Scurvy. Hemorrhagic fever they called 
it, from the fleas of rats. I guess we all remember plopping 
downUnonoooo00 

into oxo ees the middle of drowned and poisoned rats. Just 
Sosome gud feel safe in his Cadillac)and a mortar wot 
belobbedbetween him and Honey in a bed at the Bluebird Motel. 
But we protect everybodwe just aint Sensitive is all. So, old 
Sergeants, some not SQ old sergeants celebrated the end of 


TIORY RY . 
the Korean War with-screwdrivers in a fifty five gallon drumwith 


its top: cut off. Everything in excess. Hell if I coulddrop 
this bunch of grizzlies back there now we wouldt miss abeat. 
Most of my life seems to consist of going back and doingthing I 
did before, walking up to somebody you havet seen intwenty years 
and saying something like hey, you was telling mehow the old lady 
tucked you up good. She complete the job yet?hBut fuck all that 
sudewe was dipping in there with big messcups, big blue ice 
bobbing around in all that dusky orange justlike this ice beside 
me nownelting down and coolincanfeeeeeeelllmore fuckin beer. 
Tough titty.OAnd twenty plus years between two pretty blue hunks 
of ice | 
and...the same hunk. No years. All of life is fuckin deja vu, 
soldieslife anyways. well anyways, all you heard back then were 
Sipeingnoiess and sighs and we wanted to go on that way forever 
in thatdark green air of that buttoned up tent where you had to 
drinkcause you couldt breathe. Once in a while yod hear a 
dogfaceyell, but from further away than those deer. They was 
playingbasketball while us sergeants drank ourselves senseless 
for ourcountry.0049UhO0000000enooOAnd all the while there you are 
just firing those basic 

questionsall over the lot. Hundred a minute.Qunless yore a 
soldier and is fuck the basic qucstions or 

whateveryou warma: call them cause if yore a soldier you got the 


onlysecurity. Follow the orders and forget the shit behind them. 


ee ee ee ees ee, 


And if the orders dot make no sense nohow, well then we know 
justhow to do nothing, or just how to Stepinfetchit 
tillthelofficersget the right ideas. Thas our science and it 
aint in any book oron TV neither. You feel your way through this 
fuckin life. hThas the fuckin art of it. And yet with my wife 
and boys ... ?0Aint it though? A real complicated life. TI 
agree: Cisa 

goodgrade But I want A in everything and thas why my guts grind 
Iguess.OWell anyways this fuckbrain lieutenant, this Skipper, he 
reallygot to me the day the Korean War ended. Twenty seven 
Julynineteen and fifty three if I aint mistaken, gentlemen. I 
waskinda inside a big booze bore like this, no offense. Is 
justthat wwot donot buit to watch fairy captains putt in their 
bermuda shorts. But let anybody shoot for Sny hole they want, 
right?0The golfers leave in their cars, headlights momentarily 
pickingout shifting pockets of mist. In one the deer nibble 
leaves; hiavoice and the no&-droning cars as natural sounds 
tothoOooooow 

them, luZling.OOKKOAnyways they had stopped playing games at Pqwuhi 
Xk and we gotout 

of that war. In anticipation of which, in anticipation ofwhich I 
had been working on a chrome-plated forty-five to tradeto 
Quartermaster for alcohol. Legal as you old ordinance 


typesknow for cleaning lenses. [I w,,Dapped the requisition 


around thepretty gun and would you believe theyQOThen someone 
pushes a flap aside and you could see these kids 

upagainst the absolute fuckin gold of the rice paddies. Knock 
youreye out andthose screwdrivers Sliding downi You bank 
thosemoments and draw on them for a lifetime. And I dot mean 
just thehdrinking but what everything looks like and the stories 
until thequiet settles in and it gets all... Stretchy ... I dot 
know, thetime I mean. I dot know how to Say it but is living at 
any rate.OSo in all that lovely green and Orange and blue funk 
uirt 

lieutenant but he longest f@ckin 6@t everwhatchacalilit , exhaled 
by man when in busts this fuckbrainsquirt shavetail lieutenant, 
this Skipper.Get the troops to themesshalpulsory lecturell The 
was over and hnot bui book. Nowl Is a historicfirst for him. 
Iilcls gonna rcad the semon tht division and thepentagon sends 
down in a kitOand with all the answers answered for you if 
anybods 

Stupidenough toUhOOOO00UE DLVoask. You know, A we had to stop 
Charlie in Chunchon or held 

rapeevery woman and hall he men in the shoppping plazas 
aroundAtlanta. Well you know the shit that they said, and in Nam 
too, though they was called onHiit there. ILOAnd you 


kno,- ther book. ra wa, gentlemen. The was([Ithe reason.OTwo 


deer approach them, their coat.9 twitching in darkest 


Silver.0Cl7non elmon, come next to me. Dot be afraid. ComeQOBut 
it didt do no good to tell himHey, Lieutenantl Was over.OAll bets 
are offill I was shouting then too, but there was nodeer 


: ; ym 
to ran away, just Sweating GIs and sisters) sgl WK War was 


tedling him what you never should say, that 'the dogfacesdot give 


elit ogee ee 


a shit about the fuckin propaganda. Thed just as soonhlisten to 


the other sidr a wae were ll siti-ftg thre, all ams and legs and 
stintingbreath andOTO05 2000000soaking fatigues. Armpits and 4 
assholesi But he went on andUhooonont "pe 
onwith the stupid lecture till I couldt stand it no more. 

HeyLieutenant1] These poor dogfaces dot care about Communism. 

Andthe gooks dot know what it is neither and they was fighting 

forit. We were dogfacs and all we know is we havet been killed. 

So why not weall have a fuckin drink. And you come back to the 
sergeanstent... 11 Communistsi Nazisl Shitt How many times have 

Ilistened to the asshole wisdom of officers and smiled my 

sergeanssmile like it was nailed to my fuckin mouth?OBut the other 

guys is badl Badi No fuckin doubt SAAN vat v6 WA” 

aGerman prisoner and we got lost “or a week crawling 
throughbombed out cities looking for women and booze. he longest 
f@ckin 6@owest, a girl with hr own girl now. H dogfaceant 
ofcourse.OHe assu$es another voice and -,-,the other two sergeants 
shift 


intheir metal oh42irs.Your Opinions are interesting, Sergeant. 


10 


right. Fine. NoSweat. ArLd ... nothingOhappened, you got that? 
Yove been arounco ong enough to knowwhat 

I mean .UEverythinglll be fine. 110005 40000001 knew that they had 
tucked up their little exercise, thit 

theythought they were miles from any GIs. With their 
fuckinshooting-around blotches of white firelhIt was horrible ... 
and thas why 1 st girl The lieute never happened. Lie a lot of 
things that happenedargf is nice to know they didt right? Thas 


what they call Histry .OBut P6 didt happen and Skipper doest check 


a0hOono000 


po 
eranshospital everyaDnth or so for tests. Hhite bly, by nw. 


eo. 


And I get about fivestrep throats a year but I dot.ODidt some 


& their heads on the tables 
deerwill be gone. Skipper! he will spout in his sleep and the 
othertwo will mumble. And then ly, by nkey oh ittle Mickey. Let 


me go down in thewater with you. I love you.000 


a ce 


cle" ape 


Her blond face pipes the ark lavender water inside an 


i 

e: acorn~shaped globe of ae € once seen in druggtstrs windows. 

: 0 y BA .. : 
plawarntsned etcund ttrid the rest of LlisiL ruoijil.,4 


7 Surround’ her, 


e 


Eyes the Color of that liquid 
they appaar blank AGEs as nee She leans forward ty 
"| aAinger on imeSSinish< globe, blocking out everything but cyli 


of honey~colorea hair, . > 


Af, aA “es One 
CP the face reasserts its core and dreamin 


G—the nowesma}} finger 
: 


tracing, @ rising bubbie! Be 


ESS and the wator instantly warms from the heavy 
burgundy light of the room, 


with that immediately replaced by a 


the Carbonations curving up from 


i 


8 said Something to him, Slowly muttered, 
and ending witngs 


State of undress." ft is almest as though her 


first few words had been sucked into the heavy light, the burgundy 


drapes, the Spongy rug with its Circle itp roses. 


| Ves aap lity ly 
(Ptebas_ sprung up, his tingers He) <i minnows in that / LN 
Me ct 


his Shirt, its buttons Magnified to trast 
Sr Be? guage he is yelling over the globe. 4The future is out 
ae 


But he has taken off his shirt, has 


lavender water as he is undoing 


€ 


\ ~size of quarters, 


cea tho globe. 
Pp skin Proves to be a Patchwork of req 


Scattered tufts of scarlet hair, and She 


globe between them, 


Vien v rna. 


as well b(; a, ,f7G' iS $ atk. 4 AD 


- I come in here 
without a Collar and I‘ 


Mm Called undressed, Jim-i-neeee) You sure 
you're not my mother? 


1 i 
Cr ie Ne 5 
hitter you ever say anything at all? 


But she was stepping 
towards him 


Wee ne a bicep with a 
whispering Oh 1 


aS she said it, is tra 


tentative knuckle =a, everything is go darn 


— 7 » 
awful«iVerna Verna Verna. i Ww % S a spray of bright 
: “ : ly . : 
hair against her Cheek. —~ft-is. 59 awful/she repeats, up on her toes 
- and leaning to him, 


od 


/ Ra Ste eS 
her voice one with tHe Softness of @ pink 


branch Outside now drifting Past a crack in the tall drapes. He 
leaps rack flinging his arms wide. Look at that! Will you look 
at that? A he RR dances in agitation, the blotches on this chest 
and belly hectic and pulsing. oan me Verna, aint that a magnolia 
blossom out there and it's November eleventh? fr tell you it don't 
know what’ season it is out there, It'd drive you crazy altogether! \ 
She has turned away from all his movement, is breathing On the 
Closed lid of the grand Piano, watching her breaths disappear from 
its varnished “S>surface. {ik *++ that what you came here for, Red? 


To drive me crazy? ) 


he answers in a breathless rush: I came to_get y out of this - 


where you can't even breathe in this room your dad should rent to 
the undertaker Cause it's like being dead to stay here) instead of 
running down to the Delaware River out there and ripping off all 


Our clothes and Swimming like crazy maniacs! In his enthusiasm he 


over! Today! 


Verna Slides along the Piano and by him to Plop into a mushy 


a and: nowd@scriptVictorian chair, jg- pensively rearranging the ends 


of her eect to make them ere evenly upon her light blue 
a \ \ 


oy 


Rlouse. The war he is enunciating,~@to end all wars}; both hands on 

his rising red and white pot belly yas she makes a little tent with 
ther fingertips under her chin and stares at that aoe belly with 
résignation. iaThe .». Great ... war ... is ed 


: - cy Cane eal yr! 


Thank God ... on the one hand she sighs, her gaze O o, the 


gummy buckles on her shoes. 


ine Orebit Seeanes= he had gathered from her tone he will remedy in 


a,moment -from the center of the room.after brushing past the globe 


Ary | -, 


7 WW 
. Eh his shigtz , setting it to rocking, the glint of the 


blue liquid visible through tiny holes in tho sity worlimaes 


shirt.I will love and respect you until the day that I die he 


.Shrieks wA-hat2 to make ner lift her seca 
~ 


Oh I do't know she whispers @I es ay, fide tiny lights from the 
es 


>ynPo) Paar i? 


eri er POCkInG Seepsle AE The day of the beginning! 


™’ The very day of the eee | (see from / 
the: center of the rug, inside the rim of faded rey 0 ee 


Ren) Hi 


Back in her characterless chair, her shoes turn in, adme@st toe to 


es 


toe 


(wer. ol, | 5 be 


as shL sobs ¥ t-o hisaWclrce going into a new era Verna I'm ready 


he Be took everything I ha 


oe 


eyes all of.a sudden go blank as he hops and grimaces, digging at 


his chest and stomach jas she becomes animated trying to grab his 
\ 


Jo 
arm. glow you stop ae is scolding,@the more you scratch the 


moreal Cast I’ canltlll backing up from hcr outstretched 


hands, eee wid back finally stopping him, his sliding 
Lhe \y/ U 
along -+# curved lid as ir ; pursue. itybe ifs 
this dark damn room or this summer=in November weather an4hat da mn 
sii ineent 5 ™~ 
false armistice they called it(iwo ur three days ago when cvcrybody 


thought the war was sae Nal half crazy them itching 
d 


out of me. I got nothing left.11 lie 


oy <a \ 1 
wey forms both hands into fists, thrusts them down Nese 


ch 


at his sides. 


: 4) 
{Thank God& she exhales,\into the deepening burgundy light. 


Ly : J 


———iVernal e world | 
ir -, ‘ . 
“lAgai Ut it it it is going by seventy miles an hourew Red jerks 
Le 


his head upward as if following the path of a rocket. h sure your 
\\ 
dad is a good fellow but thisit?®’ pointing gravely and revolving 


around the h 


1) 
whole heavy Serre rgee study #& Her small bubbly 
by ; 


laugh at his perplexed eg, he freckles slidyfi¢g into folds. 


j 
| Uh. Right! I have to take my shirt off here just to breathe. 


& | 
of to explode with it! You can't cry on the very he a beginning, 


He is-a@ orator now, slowly Paising a es put your shirt 
back on, cy he 7d VO finger mie Ne kes a scowl on 


cid gece it becoming as sed as his naked She is rubbing 
her eyes with both fists. Yyou get excited and then I have to hate 
myself for weeks. I don't care about that today he snaps 
cheerfully. No offense, but how can you ceed Ul ? Why so much 

he changing out there "he's waving both senadyou won't even 
recognize the world next year. Why it'll 

be like coming here from some lousy little flyshit country in Asia 
evr,n 

or somewhere. Excuse my French. Why there'll&be airplanes to fly 


0 a from here to ee and back. “ pe no the Wh 


d back to hell she pronounces quietly, drop’ ang An {A arms 0 the 


4 wt 

# arthritic-looking wooden aring a chair and pus ack 

a further, | 

| a WP be 

‘¢ her cylinders of honey naire | its horse-colored 
plush. 


As if reviewing a parade he waves one hand and then the other. All 


\1 
of his visible skin glows. At'm needed out there, Vernd. President 


ly 
Wilson needs me. 
yi t 


He is sick.. You'd finish him an caer aS strains, 
peaking fSeth from some crushed and exhausted vein. 


Verna Darling Verna! We have made the world safe for democracy and 


now it's time to get on with the future 


Ay 


‘Hmph! a it is” ... if you're a boy that is. 


s 


oY we a rien, 


YW 


Every say V2... ! proclaims Red, even weal 


| i" 
V\ and the farmer took another load away! er golden head snaps 


ue Le a 
“fin the heavy light. 


ne 
i you are much too sweet to say such a thing. 


7 


aC . Ver\t she lets her head fall into her hands. bp fh 


SO gorv. SS? sweetness 


ee 


is sorry too.11 He stumblingly approaches her 0 te.*her hands away 


rr, Li k r(y h-a it 


& 


from hcr facc and then starc, ferociously into her eyes. Bu thhis 


blazing 


down as he brushes off his knees.~- 
shakes her ad as if to erad ABD bering pte Maxwell? 


Why why en seen his te belly. eo na 


| Ker 4 
alone his hang-down thing. yf She spreads her knocs iheis the pais 
Paes 


blue skirt, slides further back int’ he mushy chair. Red kneels 


again but with a thump, then knee-walks between her legs in order 
\) 
to brush his hand across her lips. Don’t ever let any things but 


sweet things get into your mouthe 


She snaps back erect to shove him away, swing at his trailing hand 
\Z 


and managing to hit the tip of one finger, b ing it back. sick 


to death of all your sugar-nonsense toom 


ee! 


__die strides aroundthe r(j(jtti, smacking his and agarnet a thigh 
to relieve the 
pain, 4Jiminee Verne: you got some wallop there +F just dur@L 
want Lo hour anything about Maxwell from you. I knew 
you came here to bring him up. You damn cad no 
——— ff stops ltcd in mid-stride, but cae ay for he continues 
marching © aon 


up around the dark room, scraping little dust clouds. Verna shakes 


her head rhythmically, 4 


———_-very~slowly, thu cylinders of hunc¥=aGd hair bal ieng ever more 


lion a 


oC 
The air here is all dead, Verna. Jimi ilAppropriately enough | 


she Comments, her eyes distant and cloudy, ifor~me+ii 
of 
WI) PUK 


6You tj i uf lifo I 


er 


_fie is agetn peering at a intensely, though over a great 
\ 


_ distance. fu all of ey His eyes glaze;~hers —_-x-qt tiod} 
ee 


~tiacaittdice get out of here, Red., Please;ilrl_ a M(Jlncenf,—Fic 
\N 


__is plvaaing,—tit+7ur I will never again offend you by imposing even 
my love and devotion upon you. My worship Worghipill She so slowly 
Ler le 


LYZ 
crosses—tier _lcb)s alter a mumcnt snecyi 7 aveah, well probably 
OL Ww a 
the churches are ope But she quickjy uncrosses them Lo di- iw 
L1il-iti it; 7 tei—;- slidireg the last fcw ECUL with 
his ae the piano bench, ending up with, his hand seizing her 
: A 


knee. -$fcll me somuthing Verna ho explodes._4éPlease please tell me 
[ / a 


somethingl. Pleasey . J | / 
Tell we, hed’ /E, 
ripping his and sh(j - AnyLhivety . 1% you 


would tell me CY 11iaint it a new man ; pee They want a new 
manl; A man like like me, me and ... Maxwell, #1 This last name is 
spoken in eye~-shut reverence but shc slaps his hand away and pushes 


him yntil he scrabbles backwards, and then stands; his belly hanging 


VOU We h Odd yy, 


ext Verna, Maxwell and I are those new men/Wilson wants. 
Ais / your olay Renee | And with the world gofing by seventy 
miles an a eee your ae hell Verna and excuse my French 


again-sombor but thisayrevolvi g\with his arms extended to indicate 


the whole room ) i, ee 
- \p hu. 


7 
but staring down at the piano a 
beside-dts | c Cc 1i_i:i 444410 


Verna throws both hands to her face, the slap like a tiny 


her father were rooted there 


explosion. Jicd louks up. Shc ln@urstis nim dea quiet, mcusured 
\ \ . 
_____Way,aYou ... we betrayed Maxwell, betrayed him. And I never wanted 


Ul 


His arms crossed against his protruding belly he stares Byronically 


him anyway. And now I've betrayed him. 


drapes and sobs, once, as if practicing for a 
ia 
greater grief. aMaxwell,he whispers sibilantly, returns from the 


into the stiff) 


war and to the loveliness which belongs to him. rightfully belongs 
to him. 


ft No 17. Oh Jesus no! tfiAnd I¢“as he is banging his chest with a 


Saas sQuythout a heart but with a mind. 2 


She flailS-his’arms as he sta towards her. AThe opposite, 
a 


you pompous idiot/ He stops to stare at her agitation, her chair 
? : 


fist,ag 


bumping 


and scraping, her dark blue kerchief flying abeut> 


mugt 


Now helpound* his chest with both fists, bis suspenders starting to 


to 


slide down over his knobby shoulders, his trousers bagging at the 
knee, ee her face into hcr arms as if afraid; he pulls his 
suspenders back while repeating ig ive it loveliness, 


the loveliness, ah yes the lovelines belongs to him. 


And you porrowedd comes her muffled-comment axon you you you 
/ a“ A 
you ¥y 
She is trying to rise, the roomlight darkening the stiit tears on 
—————~_] her check, but ho 3 AOL, now, making hor fall back ititao the 
chair ce a dusty woosh, then flattening each tea ith a finger, 
hissingaDon't you ever demean yourself in my presence. Never again 
in my presence. Your purity a a a a stream forever flowing. There 1 
can only be lovely words for you yand the ones coming ou of you too. 
But she manages to leap past him, emitting a Sort of mangled squeal 
uae ae her he atc away. when the piano is -~ 
cau aaa turns to face nati ARSG No more horseshit! You' rejust so 
much horseshit. oes play in each flushed blond cheek. ‘an. OW 
damaged goods. And in this very room uae g I promised Maxwell I' 
wait until he stopped the Hun! God ung Be wrings her hands as 


if to crush them, their reflect: pone white in the lid of the 


piano. 
\2 
You did, Verna royce did. And hifn in mgnping pursuit, Suspenders 


falling. stfk<' Pwnere we both’waited. A Wedgewood plate wobbles 
on the Nii ee and he stops to Study it hat's the trouble Sighs 
Verna, what we did when we Dsair waite ae plate commemorates 
Queen ‘Victoria's Diamond Jubilee, Salutes, his face grayly 
reflected in a wgcaing picture next to the plate. salute that 
returning Roman! | 

She is crying Softly into her hands, a few hairs bright between her 


fingers, her hands pale gold in an inclined shaft of Gusty light. 


H\ Satie won* want me now. Never. H 
) | uh }) 
trate ined Sse mang, ID much of a mani 
her | \N 


She lets her hands fall away from es A Then you must 
ontinues to quietly 


r Jesus God's sake will you 


know more about him than I do. 


advance. _4aAnd Stop right there yy 


disgrace? Hi 


He turns, his back and walks purposely to the center of the rug, 
—ritori wis 


ta fice ie ces, announcing while flipping one 


suspenders up. cal aasauctt is too much of a man and a noble Roman. 


He knowsF- — —— 
Othe: 
flipping thu efeé2ilpussiont 1 


——aAnt; | U.) iA 
A AS Verna wildly ge , her head ‘ala t 2 ssive piano hair 
ne 
fanned out bumpily, ++e6@ peruses oo wi a hreadbare roses under 


his. feet ate oe some RON of. 


irmation would issue up from he: 


ie. gram itch Me r 


Ce ) 
ase den etiecs ne ... of LT, --. souls 


is 
«-- Of this or any other nation. fs. God shut up as jerked 
f 


yy) 


sporadic Seutboct s 


her head up and is shoving her hair back with both hands, 
aureke eles white forehead. ; 
~~ ———tred-bows]] Your smallest wish is my urgentest command. / 
He remains in his bow as Verna methodically shakes her head. 
After more than a minute, with the whole room shifting a oa 
and the sunlight Denies across the piano 4 QW Wal i uae 


to catch the p wirtcewlSone, her dimples ali but drinking it in 


as she despairs&Oh God Red, when yoJ re not naked and slobbering 
} 
after me, yo re half naked and illiterate. 4 He unbends with 
conscious grace, covers both nipples with his handse-et will leave. 
Yoo. -It makes no difference, I see you everywhere anyway, even in 
chk silly globe Daddy brought from the store. You got me Red. 
You have me. Always inside. She leans towards him; he stcoS back 


Step < 


and, crossing his arms 


12 


e: 


nO. wm pertouely 
irl ft-oriL uf his St aL her- : ; 


e recasnd 


aTtiuri 13uL hi 


Lowards Iiiiii, 
/ her fingers ever so Slowly drumming along the curved lid of the 
piano, A mo 
C-vrY j 
1 lashing frum its varnished surfuce. AIfs you I want.11 


Sales 
He awaits her, rooted. @I couldet’/113 u digi 


Red thrusts his palms out_although shes’ is stil n feet(Or so 


me aa 
away. She advarieuS” more Slowly now is-frto guar Intee that she 


A 
Said all that she wanted before she toughed him. -#tI dost want.to 


<i 
wait another minute. Why—hvs so nobliw4e-—q probably Lu him 
ropes =y around to wha,t you got around to right away. The 


pee ee Max teftl, rte second patting my hand gad the next... f-t)-lted 
| 


=kvoids h(;r; 77 ich: 7 -i;—takesaA few Stops backwards 


until his feet tangle and he falls onto a horsehair Sofa, his eyes 


bulging as he contacts a ProFr ing spring, ae a and white skin 
taking on a chestnut sh Oo my shamet To my ev, see shame 
he croaks. he, the the the cei (SRM an 
“Ox, InkITY ? Unink. 


| Fhe is beside the sofa and looking down at him and almo t 
—aNever mind all of that. I want you, my bird in hand\ 


would be the final betrayal of the man we both love, you with the 


| \ 
forcc of a tempes V \\ 


i rolls a slow curl into his red hair. {Somewhat less. 


Zephy4d do nicely. You mar y him. That would be b if all you 
; CG 
men could marry each senor thal as he compacts his body on the 
sofa to get his head away from her twirling een ee not your 
words, Verna. There from from some fast magazine for women or 
something, thinking the future’s going to make them like men. Max 
}? 
will lift you Povey ‘ée of thatp 
EZ 
_— toh you Oly Maxwclil All silence and sentimentality~and 
2) 
when he does iw hos even a bigger idiot than _you are gf She 
J { sssum sLan{Js ovur him as his hands rly to his t ace with a 


Oh go ahead and hate 


) quarter Sie SO very much, Verna. 
£4 | 


me. I deserve your hatred and that 


deccnt Sree 
| 


Passion held me, my tool in his handg ean I was a tool in... of 


She drops to the_rug laughing, and ne seers pose of a nude in 


ereh ooly elancholy) seuty. And when she Stops laughing her voice 
seems Lo ouuther out ur the dark to him. Aoh (Wd, i(ed, I used to 
Fl him tu say something, anyeh i Ag 4) He might as we}l have 
never left, be hanging over there in th aHape like ad weight. 


In the ensuing silence hoofbeats ae ae muffled and distant. 


Je I boiled inside for him to : Y,ytfiitil,... anythirig -at& 


In her sad musing she is unaware that Red is again in motion until 
SIC Ke ph ee te 
she hears him bang a thigh agasnst the piano, a noise wht Sickens 


She rolls over on the floor, stares at the brown, receding 


MN 


Ned Cloast 
paeeeaee pera until a a A into view like a 


| 
paiodsi a1 wost hear it I wost hear iti he demands, his face 


purple gwhile he hammered the hun at Saint mniel, in in in in the 
Argonne with Black Jack Pershing, doet you, va you think that the 


world has rubbed off on good ole Max? ma you? Paris, ane, 2 


Thoso.... es ho dances an edie 

Can-can, 4parley-vooo Fran-say girlsi 

She hugs her knees and sighs, which he takes for disapproval and 
{ 


stops dancing. Aie1l anyway I bet ee him a thing or two. 


Excuse me for talking this way, Verna. The war waset that long, 
Red. And I wish ele all you talked about.toiVernal 11 He jams 


his eyes shuts opening them after a bit to see her 


i 


floating to the piano, then depressing the koys slowly so I +s 


rio j were Maxwell and Red must hold his 


breath to hear oe would have tudgea LOM of them« ThLn e 


instantly waves her arins Ind screams at hingvernaf Bad ba d Verna 


— 
lied ula4ps his hatrilis together iinLI gathers himself up in what 


\\ 


buth recognize as Maxwell-like dignity. fro .. intones like an - 
aged preacher, 1l1,tr,c voritablu !Arigcl oo Wilifiiril,,Luii, ' 


L)Uluwaro.11 qn 


Her cue seems to bedangew and she starts banging out demonic chords 
Aridhro s 
,ecr-ccchirig I11;Ud ,u pudge fu(J sudge wou(li ie runs 


Z 


over and -Lw 


hisarms around he but she stiffens so)that he desists. At that 


rut Rg 


shemakcs a very delicate rur;prithu keys with_léied hissing, 4aYuur 


point 


mother, Verna, 


yourmothereo \\ 


iShell as the music trills-t? i.,i nutzy-futzy ,fuckut-y-wuck cr 
Se EZ ge Ne | 
And gm following suit.11 aor" 


And now his hand guntly ori her skiuuldur she crieg/ almost 
; ee ee 
_ Silently.4&You ... put me through too much, Red. Ic take it 


all. Your words ET acy the rest of you. oh whcrel Whera arc 


you going, Red? You must be going somewhere. Oh God I should have 
been a boyo 


fic rubs her shgulders with buth hands as she drops her hands on 


\' uP 


her lap. &f€xcuse my French, Verna, but wore getting old damn 


fastand if I was 


to turn,izito your- uld man ra run right out now 
and have them ee ; | 


f She whirls around un tho bench, her knees high to knock him away. 


— adust . never mind __Dadey Wh-re you always talking about 


Daddy+ isScttle down art he into him.1 ell I dost want that 

either. Oh Red why cast you see? Maxwell will go to that darn 

pharmacy school at Pennsylvania University and holl work with Daddy 
ae hg 


an 1 never get to leave here. Never! Never leave this roome 
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And now the niowehes on his chest are rust colored as the crack in 
the drapes admits a dim red light; her wet eyes are reflected as 
redsilver streaks in the smeary glass on the wedding picture on the 
wall behind him. Her speech will slow, as if the heaviness in the 
roo@ms atmosphere and tho grinding inevitability she has oe 
had combined. Because the-ll die. Mother and Daddy will. pee 
come back here ... from ... some Cheap bungalow with MaxwZ1l1 and 


babies anZéputting her hands under her breast<Ilwith these thini,s 


a] 
ce ee nace, RNBVE | 
twice their siz nursing Tics yun_areund ReYs attentive 
YA 


face.—agm already a freak of nature with these ... pillows.11iI 
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Wewill go into them and any other questions in the context of 
“thequestion and answer period. 1hAnd owest, a girl with hg, he had 
started wih a shriek and ended in a rocky Hino whisper and 
rightthen I knew I did a bad fuckin thing cause the sonofabitch 
wascracking and he oe eee to give discipline to himself, 
really,to the troopers too, but mostly to hold himself 
together.MAnd then heant ofhis eye ... terrified. Alls you could 
‘gee was 

whitest He evenwoke the troops up,So fuckin crazy was his act. 
Next hhis suaoe ther with mechasing. I had my own kids. g, he 
had started wiight eee my pridsin killing people, not 
hurtingthem. Thad sound weird to anybody else but I can say Le 
to youguys. Is one of the things I gotta say. UhnO0UO000UGAnd you 
two know now what I knew back then, that ight caose my 
pridsinside out to make i right, that ifI had any idea he 
wasLU53000so shaky inside out to make ie stupid lecture forhours 
and not 

tucked around at all. Is one of thethings thas burned the shit 
out of my life.OAre there others? I wondered when you twold start 
pulling my leg.{Anywa,ys I had dismissed the dogfaces before I 
started to 

runafter the crazy lieutenant and I could hear them buzzing 


backthere while e stupid lecture forse hs leading me@ab into a 


11 


wouldet sayLhat.11 


iThen kl hidein here day and night.- oh God let me run into the 


“streets and lct themshoot a I cast dig here in this damp with 
\ 

Maxwell 

and his fancy brats. My life is worth more than that. It isl 

Oh Rcd dost you see ee offering you 

His bare sh(Alders twitch alternately. aI got some idea-ft But then 


he is turning from hcr to look full into the drapes, at that crack 


of red-purple light from outside. aBut it is properly 
Maxwelos.11aWhat ee: shouts. pe you hit innumerable 
times; | | 
Ss J 
In despair he addresses the drapes. AVerna. I told you, also 
tnmamorab3 pps, words and hints like that shouldet even dwell in 
7 | 
your a 11 Lyf ee 
ashe bh 4d h Leg 

_ShP=—hud-beon cae at him and nuw Vices an arm.’ gI dost 


want a sweet mouth or a sweet anything else. I just dost want to 


be sweet 


Y) 


anymore, Red, you get nothing but poop ore 


iVerna ee " we i l/ 


10avernay \ Red Vernal sa Poop poop poop poo Now he 
A 
? 


rigidifies 


the aav-.she had been shaking. 


at 


yas t hate to have €all you this: but you arc getting the 
ideas of a fast gir sShitl Wake up Red, and forget the noble 
idea apse crap. I want you. I want to be married to you: I 
love Maxwell is a ghost, thafs all.11 Thuy b th sare ae the 
daritoned drapes as ir Maxwell could materialize T . in full 
uniform. The Red turns away from her to stand militarily, arms 
crossed on his geryarict blue belly, Lhe ngeea ser had been holding 


him with fl il:Lrig in the dusk.iI ask --- I ask your 
ead heeieanAe never min4hat baloney, Red. YoJ re talking like a 
book. I tell you we could do it till the cows como home, and not 
in this awful funeral parlor put even out in some field or 
something at ed 


With his ams jumping from his belly as if being attacked by some 


stinging insects ) he admonishes Verna Have you t leave of 
v 
your senses lier tight whisper in reply. Before —votk leave here, 


my darling Red, yoJ 11 have your little will of me an(then convince 


me gM pure and he more YOu you you ee the purer f get. Youlrc 


Crazy and yoJ re making me ay, Cast you 


me crazy? Jesus Christ Redl Le S do what we want and his knees ho 


Soaking me And your asthma 
4 


/ 
ie last breath --- I salute Maxwell .o? His pink rear ascends the 


Her eyes roll back. Ape bite every single button off your flyi 


They very Slowly dance around, he enti room, stopping when they 


w 
brush an ake Stand. AI d eserwe you Verna. He 
deserves yYOuRALTYou deserve ric snacty HOE, now and always. 


and get your damn nails cut- and allow me to get my spyen® off 


please? ee: ae 1 swear to Christ yoJ re going to die doing 


~~ wants 42 wa. als +b 
shis some day zttA n-n-n-n-noble cause. and pants iv unladylike- 


take these, uh, drawers and --- 11 with mincing 


As a gentieman fet 


steps since his trousers are at hi as lLip-lace 


my shirt on this pretty blue globe- 


pack that is sne Laughs, and he shushes ner, returning, nis 
trousers and flapping suspenders gtirring UP a cloud dust 
ee you you with your old thing sticking UP and talking about 
ladies and eis. trainjng me for your lovely xwell, 
areet you? And in ys casing her down to the floor. 
ayoJ re his decoys+ not fit to kiss your nem.ii They roli into 
the globe, laughing as it tips and then steadies, plue-biack shards 
of Light arifting under ,fhe clothing. But that’s not what yoJ re 
trying to do, is it Red: 
His pink rear flashes up, hangs on the dea ight for thought . iMy 


portion is po y an neertainty- I cagxy die here belly up Like 


a dead fis st you always always talks | swings prusquely 


down. amy God yoJ re a brute Thank you. | Now go easier please. 


YoJ11 break something.11 But he is suddenly up 


and staggering back big-footed, momentarily tangled in the drapes 


which 
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40send forth ribbons of dust. 4Damnlll he chokes. 
iNow What? Good God almighty what! 


Tell me something Verna, please. Just ono thing ‘ve got to know 


course you do ... and in this state. Look at you. YoJre a 


danger 


to society« he knew about me, President Wilson, )really knew, 
wouldet he pluck me forth? Wouldet he, iwWhat about m crics Verna 
from the Sab wear worry I aint done yetiri 1le” looks to the 
ceiling as she groans. /aI told you here is a leader never mind the 
education-tt He is anding between he legs now, tottering since 
his trousers and suspenders and underpants have become tightly 
wrapped Jround his ankles; she stares malignantly upept him.i0Oh 
bring that up-pointy thing down here you pepe idiotl In and 


outl Up and downi Wearing holes inthe filmy carpet. . YoJ1l burn 


ee ae 


ood 
ees yoJ re ei mas theros theros a bonfire 


in elec refs not waste it.1] S 


g 
i+(Pcuse cm wah as thu Frog says.11 lie is puzzling a way to 


drop on her with minimal injury to both.¥And no more spccches 
pleasc please please please pleaseo lic is,though, already 


revolving gravely, stilt between her legs,pointing the various 


\\ 


articles in the room. You led a bunch of misfits to tho city 
basehall championship, kids and old men of thirty. yYoJre just what 
we need in our nation’s Capital which will become the capital of 
the word. as ee the blotches on his belly seem to 
darkly run. AThe wijiptt is a fire, a firel fm burning up thinking 


about it I toll you ake meo she chokingly sobs. 
19 


all righttlac ping painfully to his knees; when muffled 


Y 


hoofbeats are ard he adjusts his rhythm to them Saying 11 I tell 

old Anderson at the dairy, Put _in the order for trucks nowil 

causshtartin ele thrashaworlts a by seventy miles an hourl 

____14+iWe wp ta no w down I ct you. You want to break my 
ese cuse me.111i/You’ re cxcusod. ie” 

ank you, Verna. ayes too fast about everything, I ...iOh se 

oEet : 


God tOh Go 1 me you went boom boom he exhales 
7 
quizzically. 


But she is flinging her head from side to side on the gritty 
See is my life? I want my life. gm not a Silly tart ora 
precious pumpkin either. I could do anything and better than a 
boy! Z) 

He does a pushup to stare at her and this act somehow makes’ her 


stop turning her head to look at him. AAll right tment ae 


Wee 


Ee, tgbeae adLiltt landed in the Her voice Strangely triumphant. 


aThe Tug full of babiésS-tttvornal 11iRedi You who have already 


\\ 


And closer to his horrifiell face She mocksa§!Oih muh muh! Now 
Shake another onp, !aF your legs and get me my bloomers.11 
In a niomen] Slic is tottcring,, getting un her underdrawers, and 
shc places a hand on his Sweating Shoulder, Seriously oe 


- I wouldiylia a oat fooey tool 


help 


h tho war effort here and in France. It shows 
trying to hitch her drawers to get 


ig up into his 


ell. i pe 


challenges,@all right then give me niggers Yiwhasaaay she 
stiffens.iYeah and the worst of the lot. gd have them building 
cities , not passed uut in West Fourth Street hallways. have 
white men trying to be like themrII Her dark blond hair behind her 
ithe fig is almost the only thing holding light in the somber 
room, and she emits a kind of low-pitched whine as he falls down to 
a climax snorting J4 muh muh ae: 
There is a leaden silence after the oon has stopped shifting and 
his ai has slowed and stopped. ou didet feel anything when 
I ent landed in the Her voice strangely triumphant. 
4The rug full of babies-Tttvornal 11iRedi You who have already 
fudged me. 'more than Maxwell will ina litetime,ur / 


a 
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And closer to his horrifiell face she mocksafj!Oih muh muh! Now 


hake another onp,!aF your legs and get me my bloomers.11 


2 In a niomenl slic is tottcrin&,, getting un her underdrawers, and 
she places a hand on his sweating snouidery aceioussy ae, help 


with the niggers or anything. I woulatyian get yas fooey tool 


———Girls helped with tho war effort here and in France. It shows 


ty 
what you know She gives up,trying to hitch her drawers to get 
ee 


both hinds urounli peck, to hang there starting up aU his 


faee-—4&0h please my darling Red, save me from en. Hu be 


* 


: ae me Shei, 
marrying my-galbor,“@ 


powders for people to stuff up their bottom holes. # 


IW-Ht / 
__—berrible in uonce on your language. Another reason all good 
Net 
Christians should hate me.trtoh oi i Lhon tf Ill d trid 


py them spending 


Max and I wi} inovu h_ for sure«{/jHow about your mother? Arest you 


forgetting e holl in tho crazy house by then and you know 
7 ) nase 
it. Why she haset set foot in this room for six monthsi fs how you 
can fudge me morning afternoon and night. And if she came in by 
gianni could tell her we were doing it for Liberty Bonds. Oh 
I made you laughl Now can we forget about omans and glory and the 
burning future¥QNo. No laughing. I must ... Ill as he is removing 
her hands from in back of his neck and is walking then over to the 


. Grapes, shutting them completely. She cannot see him but can hear 


his breathing and her own heartbeat. I will never see you again. 


__ ever. That is al.—I leave here. I must. 


sorry, Verna.11iJ//You’re condemning me to death she states 
matter-of-factly. 
And dost tell me that someday gll laugh at all of this because 


how could I 


21 


bear looking back to the day when I began to aay can hear him 
fall into a sofa and begin to cry in ee which 

———PECOIIS a kind of wheezing aite¥—z~few_momentS. “They are both 
Silent for a long time until he begins wheezing again and that 
quite sis eS into snoring. 


At that point Verna spots the barely glimmering music stand, gets 


it, 


hits him with it until ho rolls off the sofa and into an asthmatic 
attack. one: o while he fights for breath inithe darkness she 


snapping. , suspenders over and over 


the noise becoming more and more distant to her. 


little canyonUback of our eeanday area and right then se hs 
leading me@abings 

hadlicause I/dumed (ut a lot of shit Ididt feel like 
inventorying-little replacement lenses and shitlike that. And 
now these lenseand here fuckin begins the partyou wot believof 
therng unde ee and weeds, blue glowing. Hng undeg and 
sreaming to highheaven about nothing,but all the Starch just goes 
out of my legsand I just fuckin sink down there where ings 
hadOcause I/dumrns- -I dot knowfgrd, like before ahthunderstorm. 
And | 

now rms- -I dot knowfg Sonlll And he tuns around with those 

; fuckin white ee yeyes and all of a sudden fufffffl Hg and shite 
. bitches of fire, a String. Hedrops like a eck and these blot%es 
skitter off him and rollaround the whole fuckin place and 
rollingUhooonooy F 

over those lenses andmaking them like blue water, melting them 
and the aluminumcasings 268: And fuc Smoke is rising from 
Skipperl Sonlll Iscream the fuckin loudest I can screanf and 
these medics arerushing by me and where the fuck did they come 
from? And thenthis one-star slitty-eye general plants himself in 
front of mc. Sonlll And he tul st ‘sirl The lieuteant1110a 
streetlight goes on-an4d shapes co7ne snd go in the Mistlooking 


like old nen and iidreathing children.Phe lieuten4antrilbe all 
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He does fire a poetry out. oe . de Osis 3 


eet _ . Li 
Afterlight 1 : The Mermaid's Cape ; 


Coatesville? 


Inside enat kind of sunroom eaapiiig from aaee: Victorian 
nousesy Were) sofa with a brick or books substituting for a carved 
legs between card tables and chairs scattered around the icy waves 
of the linoleum floor. This’ stuck-on suioren of an older building 
at the veterans hospital in West Haven, Connecticut. 

Grimy individual panes of iigeandee ed thunderhead 
in the sky outside. The round picture tube of an ancient 
television console holds that thunderhead in ghostly miniature. An 
unlit brass aries is atop oS television, a tiny bit of warmth. 

Her aes the gaaS&S panes, bulky, flying, a glass door 
shook and slammed. What's the idea of the ave /ane asked. 15 te 
dark enough out there? i 

What is it ever? The idea of dark His voice was as loud as the 
ticking the window panes behind her, she could barely make him 


out seated at a card table which contained a portable typewriter. 


I like it he went on, this idea of yours about the idea of dark, as 


_ They. iStaned to the rain, _ droning - 


oe 


if there were no actual dark and ea cans Hard to share this idea, 
or rather this idea of an idea, with me. It's all so ae 
interesting but I'm unfortunately ignorant of everything I say. | 
Sometimes I just think that you talk to weary yourself. 

Or you?. _ | | 


Listen! I can turn around, and go! Her clothes rustled. 


“Listen to “you lary Tet nob Pe 
chair still some 


I'm so’ beat anyway: as. she. ‘sunk’ inte a met 


distance. from his dim presence. 


Exhaustion and despair pronounced his nonotone, the gold dust twins 
of were—middle age. 


And suddenly the windows awash with. rain. which momentarily 


D 


", brightened the room, revealing to her his fatigue uniform, the 


ov) 


Os 
shirt of. which is covered with Chie B tches such as Ford and 
; Jotin Deere, ‘plus a tila army regiment Oe, and some aE ogens; 


chiet of ‘which: were STAY HIGH IN HELL ~and. NAM: ONE. GOLDEN YEAR. 


now < though huge drops 


were smacking some| drain pipe nearby} She picked’ up a coverleps 


' magazine-it would -have no aHEOEE SLY tossed - it away and the POo vilm, 


~ 


peck him on the forencse: brass highlights in her red nate I'm 


sorry for the actual dark wn nearer him. When you take this new 


= a + he fin 


or some medical folkshit. The doctor, another new 


but not from Minneapolis but a more or less happy Swede7,-well 


he didn't tell me before he left. 


pe 
be 
€ 


a green scrubsuit and 


I read up on it in the medical library. I Aput 0 


look like a battered doctor 
You know all do the tricks by now. Too many. Anyway, there using 
it on some of the Agent Orange kids 


too. You're sitting in Agent Orange Headquarters right now, me 


banging CQy he CY a \ ORM 
ft oar Mow Sy, 5 \ R) \\ ye 


out ten letters a week with two Popsicle ingers. n't 
some of that swelling go down? 

Never. But I'm do it even think about it anymore. These Vietnam 
kids as their expiring lobbyist. 

have given me one last shot at life. One of them even gave me this 
uniform. 

Is it that something After years of stylish army pajamas I dost 
know what to say.of 

Newsweek as if knowing lurched up to go over from the lamp sliding 


he whispered as:.lshe sat yoJ re photosensitive doctozyoJd like him, 


hoes 


His chair chattered across the cold linoleum as he hopped a little 


', , din his enthusiasm. vhe!s wearing m now so I can wear this. 
That's their 
trouble, these kids: They'd give you anything. It's why they were 


just right for Nam. My ee ate | steaming. That's why 


| 
j 7 we were just right for Korea. we 0 0 { 
| They “BAN ablnake ae es Bat 


Her muffled voice eom he wide nest’ of her clothing: AI cast say 


I'm in the mood for any of your mini-lectur ’ Skipper. 


iI never am.// How are the children? Same. aiting for slow old 
Mister Death. The bells have been tolling forever, through the 
dozens of drugs and hopes. Ah the endless fugue of the dance of 
death, sucking life from me the dancer even as it's sucked from all 
of you till we all of are victims of Snes Pe 
pone-exnauatson 3 29 [owe | Me 20,19 as aad ae 
finger when I beg to go. Now try not to cry. I know it's selfish 

of me but ... I can't take it. 

I'm... cried out. 

just | 
She didilift move as he wrenched up towards her, dragged | 


himself around the area of his cardtable desk. All these years 


a 


Noreen 


married to an eggplant. My God I almost got you to laugh. When I 
think of the way we Started, the frozen-ass craziness. Long long 
ago as the sun runs and runs and runs past ice lakes ... past fire. 
You did warn me then that someone was walking on my grave.Just and 


she patted smooth her Cape and skirt,dan expression. 
a 


The rain beat on t e drainpipe with mor, ferocity. The grass 
must be worn off it by now. Never mind all that now. Tell me why 


you have to hide in the dark. 


if I go into the light ilhe Ssat,aI'll die. Blotch to death. 
Actually I heard about this photosensitive baloney from the tube 
here, a show they pipe in for the doctors. 

That thing’s a museum piece. 

If you wish a snes history of technology siR e technology is 
killing me-all pictures tubes used to be round like this. zenith 
just decided not to mask it “year. Thert east be many of these 
left. Just this one in my office-bedroom and a couple retained at 


Indian reservations I figure. they see all of nature in a circle. 


| 


Your office and bedroom Right. You can always extract the least 
interesting topic. Anyway, I got pemission to live and work here, 
the crank, the advocate, bridge between Korea and Vietnam. I'm 
forgotten, and they're a pain in the ass, these Nam kids. In 
another ten years or so some other kids Can can get their balls 
shot off and ifll be the Nam vets forgotte t gill be long long 
dead by then. You know, my mother never A sec es nie to be 
a soldier, and my father was a kind of di ffident’ wi rie my 
mother'ss genteel causes. 
it 
He deserves rows of medals. A typical American hero of nothing. 
Dad still comes around to see the kids. He's so Sweet. But she 
woet. AThe impending divorce. — Catholic. Whatever. Though 
it'ss not quite final yet I guess you know. It's final You're to 
go out and get a real husband, not an eggplant. He struck a key on 
the typewriter for emphasis and she wrapped her ams around herself, 
the shadows of raindrops running along her white hands.No. I'll 
not marry again ; I just wat to live alone. With the kids until 
they feave and then stones pS want to talk to myself about 
everything for years and years. I dost think fll ever stop because 
there's so much I want to say, so much I want to ask myself. I 


know that I'm divorcing you 


and divorcing that part of my life. I know that I'm doing that and 


that 


I must Secstt --- but I do et know why. Not exactly. When I'm 
alone I'll get the chance to ask myself why about everything. Can 
you understand that, Skip? 

He had been shuffling over to the windows and now was t cing the 


shadows 0 


humped top of a thunderhead cloud, the raindrops’ s pling his 


/\ 


fatigues, and 


one patch STAY HIGH IN HELL alowine with red florescent letters. 
She noted the flop y back of his j3tket, a E;owlini shirt kind of 
Ng 


Script: KILL EM ALL AND LET GODiUnderstand it? Nope. Ask yourself 
why about everything ? Why he EM OUT. 


Cause there'ss no why in any big sense. I'm here because I 
Stumbled into some primitive military experiment years ago which 
turned me into a kind of mushroom athe years att y 
ee r Fate or whatever fuck me over that greviously? The more 
I though out it the less I knew. The more you think the less you 
know. The more you find out the less you know. 
She shook her head, the Slight movement of her clothes making him 
ee I'll find the answers for 


turn from the window to her. 


myself, ae for you, not for anybo4,olse. But for myse yes 


Yo. 
He Pee A-at her but his eyes instantly 


You'll marry 
again. For life. No eggplant this time. |INo way, SkipperowAnd whaf 
his ams flew out, palms up.Il we Say at this final, still 


point? What is there to say?iIts been said and resaid> ureen 


O'Hara He started for her but Stumbled, catching himself fiercely, 
indicating as she tried to rise, that she shouldn't help him; then 
he shuffled painfully back to his chair at the card table, her 
closing her eyes as he gripped the table for a full minute, then 


fell ini the metal .dhair. |\@Like her. The re d he_gasped. 
4 7 


Od and cheeky. oh pretty yo r hai 


fs the past. Ifs hard nough now 


ost/4 Forget it. 
v 


Forget the Catholic bit yourself he whispered. It was easy to 
promise then, bursting with crazy life. How could we anticipate? 
How could they? The're not in the anticipating business. Let them 
walk through hell in their brocaded vestments or through a jungle 
of bleeding kids, or be on the ward when they bring these shrieking 
grunts in. Hell, they could swing a little incense out of the 
golden censor. The Heads'd love it funy blame them, the Church? 
I blame ey 

Why? | 

Cause everybody aint enough! 

Another dead end. Do you talk about these things with your 
psychiatrist? 

My new one? He's too nice. 

He let his forehead £57 0 the typewriter. Endlessly. 


Poor Skip. My poor old Skip. 


ay Wah Hewed hitting hi head - 


Excuse me while I cut through your pity in order to a --.O00pSs, 


a 
7 4 
Didn’t work that time. But I'm getting ah g 4 


he light had darkened in the old sunporch = hen he ees: as 
head from the typewriter he looked dead to her, his fa are ae 

eyes the flat reflections of the surly clouds outside. He slowly 
pushed the keys on the typewriter by twos and threes to make a jam. 
But then sage unstuck cab aia t ed fully to her. No. I 
won't play. fhis ... your last visit |Skipi I certainly intend 
to-giNo. I es ike want you to. “Let's join us by light anyway. 
Clicked on the brass lamp and a weak Orangy light flowed down. What 
is “that? lie made a great effort to focus his eyes. It's a ... cape 
I believe in miracles Except the one that these doctors might be 
right once in their treatment of choice. But religious miracles 
yesil 

Ilkéw dont jump Back on religion. Well it's folklore really- It's 


just that your cape will make our 
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parting easier, will explain to you by logic and to me by poetry. 


I got it in a thrift shop near Yale. A few dollars. A suead You be 
careful I don’t steal it now. And what did you read that brings” 
this on?iI dost read he Sweeps one arm. I let it flow in. It 
joins 

other seas. Whatever. iWhatever ifs ... what Fver ... I« He was 
furiously rubbing his eyes with the back of his hands. Skipl Stop 
that! Oh. Sorry. Ever ... in the movies when the film stops and 
you see a frame burning. Just this now one burned on me. One burns 
every day. Clockwork. It’s my clockwork. If I were good in Math I 
could tell you how many I have. . God help you she whispered) 
the rain whipping the a ee enough to me, but.back to 
folklore and why the cape makes everything easier. Tpiaybe cod led 
me to buy it. She adjusted the cape around heille , ck.iDid he 
offer to pay too? fmon Godl You never buy a fuckin round why you so 
cheap? I take it back. He’s been known to spring at the country 
club. Likes a better class. Ah hah and even a hint of a smile 
from my Maureen O’Hara.-J/iYoJ11 never quitilliHave. And when they 


lower me down I hope ifs nice weather for you 


and the kids. ee a story or something, why doet 

you go ahead and say it?iStory of my life. Always exposing myself. 
rh 

Now dost’ look at your 


‘watch again. 
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leaEasy for you to say. She drew her white arm into the cape. 


Everything'd be easy to say if I could just give up trying to 


connect things. 
iA little le r ing, old Bucko. 
aR 
iAh now you are my Maureen +Hara in The Quiet Man. 


iI got the red hair is ab. Look at this thick body’plumped down 


on this stupid chair in this...hellish damp.-Y{This is the last 
Story I I. ever tell you and when I finish yoJ1l 
- © go back to the old stories leave with an ovarbrimming heart 


cause you 


to find a heart. And because of the story yoJ11 never come back 


here. 


YoJ11 never come back. sine bah KGW 


“ What jhappens at such a time? Wen a truth is regegniz@d which could 


me 


-trever have been spoken of before this instant?i The sounds of life 


swim in, amplified , the rain outside,the creaks of their chairs, 


the old porch shifting in the gusts of win], _ p 4 -sr) 


“C64, “+, k fF TOt-Skipperk e was cryir)g,AI heard other stories 


from you and they-I, Sto He put up his hand like a traffic cop 


and it a more pale and swollen in the dim glow from the 
brass lamp. atoo weak for yo, Maureeni You!re my fighter and I 


dost want to hear you give up. igve done all gve could she sobbed. 


Ay 
gt finished me, Skipper. 


You haves’ She daubed at her cheeks with the cape. fs an Irish 


story, thus one our bones. In the cold bones of 


the world. d how !)much is parody? YoJ re picking up the bullshit 
brogue 

already. 
it I can make fun of most things but a this one. Theros a salt 


stamp down in it, a sting like the sea/s lash. 


‘iThis is not the way you talk. 


poe ifs talking through me. 


pois - 


_ 


iI used to be able to tel2, how much you were making fun. 
Whatever... gve got to go soon. I dost want the kids to be eating 


TV dinners. Ifs the one resolve gve been able to hold to. 


He pointed a thick finger to the windows where rain was washing, 
bubbles in the breaks 9ethe putty like tears. ait was the dark 
chill o4 a washing-down day like this wheso 
fee white hand shot out from the cape. cantstand this bard. 
_awhat you're witnessing is a melting. Since everything melts in me 
courtesy pf my lingering disease.,why then this story has melted 


too and Thm it You got ten minutes: orld versus art.itiFive. 


E TIiEnough. Wwll then this Irish farmer goes out to fish in some 

freezing green and alippery seaweed place somewhere, _somé some 
ack Irish rock in piercing cold geay, and he discovers a mermaid. 
ou laugh? | 

She pushed her red hair back to stretch her forehead. 4oh sometimes 

a woman getsete hammered out so by life that this kind of, I dost 

know, female of the fancy, of whimsey, cheers one a bit. 

Something like that. 


She sat very still at the edge of the weak lamplight; he went on 


withhis story, the c able almost dancing as he gripped it, the 


jacket; 


withits nuML9rous patches, shaking. 
pShe has placed her beautiful caped’ beside her while she combs her 


hair, 


the cape woven of seaweek and flowers and studded with shells and 


coral and 


irridescent fish nia \D eon 
~L_UPC CC Gnel For whic his sta poor substitute 
he watched her on that black rock, this f er, but he 


especially 


watched that cape for he knew its magic, of course, that she'd have 


to 


come and do his bidding if he got it. So when er fan Vine out her 


2 


tresses and turned to get the most of the breeze then > it, and 


commanded that she go back to the farm wit 
or did she sort of flop down ce commanded her to 
become an ordinary ey ee coursewaBut wit of a past. 
e€ magic in he cape made this easy enoughJ/|So she got her two 
legs Y Aaa in between. Hardly a magic 
result.If you wish. The lamplight seemed brighter suddenly, the 
ith , audible 


ft black rain. New ops -pocked_j i 
snaps «, fs your story% she sighed.|Half. ell she became the 


id he carry her 


farmer's wife and worked and worked of course _) 
_— rity 
of lands. \a 


/ Pend her always 1, ay get that cape back. /TYou know her 


er chil Good Catholics on The grimmest of spits 


well, Maureen. at choice do we have? A n steals your very 


nature away. 
Anything in your power to get it back.He hid it every day before he 
went out to the gear: spent what time she could searching. 


But one dank and cole’'s a-wi mornir he got careless, one of the 


children, a girl, seeing him bury lik” under the thatch of the 
cottage, reporting it to her mother, the oddity of what she had 
seen her father do. And with him still heading to the fields, 
pare ‘to her leaving soon>the knuckles still blue and freezing on 
his rea and purple and freckled Irish Oh Siyae up there. 
—_LM— rae N CRE at ee A irfto ber/cape. AFix 
) 
the sonofabitchlit She is ee Sliding into the gray-green 
sea, that cape eee gorgeously behind her. So so ee) 


7 
gorgeously Leh | nd hor — 
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And now she showshint her full white face as she leans forward, - 


tears che icy linoleum. 4And the children? Back with that thick 


mh 


brute? 
\) 
His voice became spooky and grating.  gthey endured. The way we all 
uw 
do. ,But they had to Stay out of the se ince she'd drown them of 
course.iiIn her love?* In her anger? bkftl 
#Qmrm1= - To kill them to have them to love them, 
to entirely posses them. To hurt him. To hurt him whatever the 


cost. / Oh how all the ideas Spin and spin in my head! You must get 


of that. Ou must get loose of everything.to 


She yose at his falsetto ae h chaift clatterin way. 
He stared at her leaving, an 0, AWE © t gists flapping his 
clothes, 


until| a draft finally blew the door shut. 


| 


He does fire a poetry out. 


5 
Afterlight 1 : The Mermaid's Cape 


Coatesville? 


Inside that kind of sun-room rambling from post Victorian 
houses, here a sofa with a brick or books substituting for a carved 
legs between card tables and chairs scattered around the icy waves 
of the linoleum floor. This stuck-on sunporch of an older building 
at the veterans hospital in West Haven, Connecticut. 

Grimy individual panes of glass break up one surly thunderhead 
in the sky outside. The round picture tube of an ancient 
television console holds that thunderhead in ghostly miniature. An 
unlit brass lamp is atop the television, a tiny bit of warmth. 

Her form went by the glass panes, bulky, flying, a glass door 
Shook and slammed. What's the idea of the dark she asked. Is it 
dark enough out there? 

What is it ever? The idea of dark His voice was as loud as the 
ticking the window panes behind her, she could barely make him 


out seated at a card table which contained a portable typewriter. 


I like it he went on, this idea of yours about the idea of dark, as 
if there were no actual dark and you came here to share this idea, 
or rather this idea of an idea, with me. It's all so very 
interesting but I'm unfortunately ignorant of everything I say. 
Sometimes I just think that you talk to wom yourself. 
Or you? | 


Listen! I can turn around and go! Her clothes rustled. 


Listen to you 

I'm so beat anyway as she sunk into a metal chair still some 
distance from his dim presence. 

Exhaustion and despair Pronounced his monotone, the gold dust twins 
of were middle age. 

And suddenly the windows awash with rain which momentarily 
brightened the room, revealing to her his fatigue uniform, the 
shirt of which is covered with company patches such as Ford and 
John Deere, plus a few army regiment patches, and some Slogans, 
chief of which were STAY HIGH IN HELL and NAM: ONE GOLDEN YEAR. 
They listened to the rain, soning now though huge drops 
were smacking some drain pipe nearby. She picked up a coverless 
Magazine it would have no interest, tossed it away and then to him, 
peck him on the forehead, brass highlights in her red hair. I'm 
Sorry for the actual dark down nearer him. When you take this new 


medicine 


or some medical folkshit. The ‘doctor, another new 
but not from Minneapolis but a more or less happy Swede7,-well 


he didn't tell me before he left. 


a green scrubsuit and 


I read up on it in the medical library. I Aput 0 


look like a battered doctor 

You know all do the tricks by now. Too many. Anyway, there using 
it on some of the Agent Orange kids 

too. You're sitting in Agent Orange Headquarters right now, me 

banging 

it 

out ten letters a week with two Popsicle fingers. Didn't 
some of that swelling go down? 

Never. But I'm do it even think about it anymore. These Vietnam 
kids as their expiring lobbyist. 

have given me one last shot at life. One of them even gave me this 

uniform. 

Is it that something After years of Stylish army pajamas I dost 
know what to say.of 

Newsweek as if knowing lurched up to go over from the lamp sliding 


he whispered as:.lshe sat yoJ re photosensitive doctozyoJd like hin, 
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hos 


His chair chattered across the cold linoleum as he hopped a little 


in his enthusiasm. vhe!s wearing m now so I can wear this. 
That's their 

trouble, these kids: They'd give you anything. It's why they were 
just right for Nam. My generation ate shit, steaming. That's why 
we were just right for Korea. 

Vv? 


Her muffled voice eom he wide nest of her Clothing: AI cast say 


I'm in the mood for any of your mini-lectures, Skipper. 

iI never am. How are the children? Same. it Waiting for slow old 
Mister Death. The bells have been tolling forever, through the 
dozens of drugs and hopes. Ah the endless fugue of the dance of 
death, sucking life from me the dancer even as it's sucked from all 
of you till we all of us are victims of deepest down 
bone-exhaustion. And some mornings the pain in just lifting one 
finger when I beg to go. Now try not to cry. I know it's selfish 


of me but ... I can't take it.’ 


I'm... cried out. 

just 

She didilift move as he wrenched up towards her, dragged 
himself around the area of his cardtable desk. All these years 

married to an eggplant. My God I almost got you to laugh. When I 
think of the way we started, the frozen-ass craziness. Long long 
ago as the sun runs and runs and runs past ice lakes ... past fire. 
You did warn me then that someone was walking on my grave.Just and 


she patted smooth her cape and skirt, 4an expression. 


The rain beat onte drainpipe with ferocity. The grass 
must be worn off it by now. Never mind all that now. Tell me why 


you have to hide in the dark. 


if I go into the light ilhe sat,AI'll die. Blotch to death. 
Actually I heard about this photosensitive baloney from the tube 
here, a show they pipe in for the doctors. 


That thing’s a museum piece. 


If you wish a short history of technology siR e technology is 
killing me-all pictures tubes used to be round like this. zenith 
just decided not to mask it ~year. Thert east be many of these 
left. Just this one in my office-bedroom and a couple retained at 
Indian reservations I figure. they see all of nature in a circle. 
Your office and bedroom Right. You can always extract the past 
interesting topic. Anyway, I got pemission to live and work here, 
the crank, the advocate, bridge between Korea and Vietnam. I'm 
forgotten, and they're a pain in the ass, these Nam kids. In 
another ten years or so some other kids can can get their balls 
shot off and ifll be the Nam vets forgotten. But gll be long long 
dead by then. You know, my mother never raised her boy to be 
a soldier, and my father was a kind of diffident soldier for my 
mother'ss genteel causes. 
it 
He deserves rows of medals. A typical American hero of nothing. 
Dad still comes around to see the kids. He's so sweet. But she 
woet. aThe impending divorce. Catholic. Whatever. Though 
it'ss not quite final yet I guess you know. It's final You're to 
go out and get a real husband, not an eggplant. He struck a key on 
the typewriter for emphasis and she wrapped her ams around herself, 
the shadows of raindrops running along her white hands.No. I'll 
not marry again ; I just want to live alone. With the kids until 
they leave and then alone. I ... want to talk to myself about 
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everything for years and years. I dost think ll ever stop because 
there's so much I want to Say, so much I want to ask myself. I 


know that I'm divorcing you 


and divorcing that part of my life. I know that I'm doing that and 
that | 

I must do it ... but I do et know why. Not exactly. When I'm 
alone I'll get the chance to ask myself why about everything. Can 
you understand that, Skip? 

He had been shuffling over to the windows and now was tracing the 
humped top of a thunderhead cloud, the raindrops Stippling his 


fatigues, and 


one patch STAY HIGH IN HELL alowine with red florescent letters. 
She noted the flop y back of his j3tket, a E;owlini shirt kind of 
script: KILL EM ALL AND LET GODiUnderstand it? Nope. Ask yourself 


why about everything ? Why bother? /SORT EM OUT. 


Cause there'ss no why in any big sense. I'm here because I 
Stumbled into some primitive military experiment years ago which 
turned me into a kind of mushroom as the years , blit why 
didi God or Fate or whatever fuck me over that greviously? The more 
I though about it the less I knew. The more you think the less you 


know. The more you find out the less you know. 


ff 


She shook her head, the slight movemcnt of her clothes making him 
turn from the window to her. AI know I'll find the answers for 
myself. Not for you, not for anybo4,olse. But for myself yes 

He Pee A at her but his eyes instantly lost focus. AYou'll marry 
again. For life. No eggplant this time. No way, SkipperowAnd whaf 
his ams flew out, palms up.Ildo we say at this final, still 
point? What is there to Say?iIts been said and resaid. iMy Maureen 
O'Hara He started for her but Stumbled, catching himself fiercely, 
indicating as she tried to rise, that she shouldn't help him; then 
he shuffled painfully back to his chair at the card table, her 
closing her eyes as he gripped the table for a full minute, then 
fell ini the metal chair. ALike her. The redhead he gasped. 


aBeautiful and cheeky. oh pretty yo r hair... iDost. Forget it. 


Ifs the past. Ifs hard nough now with the divorce 


Forget the Catholic bit yourself he whispered. It was easy to 
promise then, bursting with crazy life. How could we anticipate? 
How could they? The're not in ene sabidipaving business. Let them 
walk through hell in their brocaded vestments or through a jungle 
of bleeding kids, or be on the ward when they bring these shrieking 


grunts in. Hell, they could swing a little incense out of the 


golden censor. The Heads'd love it.aWhy blame hem /thte Church? 
I blame evezybodyo 

Why? 

Cause everybody aint enough! 

Another dead end. Do you talk about these things with your 
psychiatrist? 

My new one? He's too nice. 

He let his forehead fall to the typewriter. Endlessly. 

Poor Skip. My poor old Skip. 


Excuse me while I cut through your pity in order to die. -.-OO0OpSs, 


Didn’t work that time. But I'm getting better. 

The light had darkened in the old sunporch and when he lifted his 
head from the typewriter he looked dead to her, his face white, his 
eyes the flat reflections of the Surly clouds outside. He slowly 
pushed the keys on the typewriter by twos and threes to make a jam. 
But then quickly unstuck them and turned fully to her. No. I 
won't play. This ... your last visit Skipi I certainly intend 
to-giNo. I wouldn’t want you to. Let's join us by light anyway. 
Clicked on the brass lamp and a weak orangy light flowed down. What 
is that? lie made a great effort to focus his eyes. It's a ... cape 
I believe in miracles Except the one that these doctors might be 
right once in their treatment of choice. But religious miracles 


yesill 


Ilkéw dont jump back on religion. Well it's folklore really- It's 


just that your cape will make our 
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parting easier, will explain to you by logic and to me by poetry. 
I got it in a thrift shop near Yale. A few dollars. A steal You be 
careful I don’t steal it now. And what did you read that brings 
this on?iI dost read’ he sweeps one arm. I let it flow in. It 
joins 

other seas. Whatever. iWhatever ifs ... what Fver ... I« He was 
furiously rubbing his eyes with the back of his hands. Skipl Stop 
that! Oh. Sorry. Ever ... in the movies when the film stops and 
you see a frame burning. Just this now one burned on me. One burns 
eyery day. Clockwork. It’s my clockwork. If I were good in Math I 
could tell you how many I have left. God help you she whispered) 
the rain whipping the glass. has done enough to me, but back to 
folklore and why the cape makes everything easier. Maybe God led 
me to buy it. She adjusted the cape around heille , ck.iDid he 


offer to pay too? }mon Godl You never buy a fuckin round why you so 
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cheap? I take it back. He’s been known to spring at the country 


club. Likes a better class. Ah hah and even a hint of a smile 
from my Maureen O'Hara. iYoJ11 never guitilliHave. And when they 
lower me down I hope ifs nice weather for you 

and the kids. ilIf yoJ re busting with a story or something, why dost 
you go ahead and say it?iStory of my life. Always exposing myself. 
Now dost look at your 


watch again. 
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leaEasy for you to say. She drew her white arm into the cape. 


Everything'd be easy to say if I could just give up trying to 


connect things. 
iA little le r ing, old Bucko. 
aR 
i1Ah now you are my Maureen 4Hara in The Quiet Man. 


iI got the red hair is alw. Look at this thick body plumped down 
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on this stupid chair in this...hellish damp. iThis is the last 
story I I. ever tell you and when I finish yoJ11 
- © go back to the old stories leave with an ovarbrimming heart 


cause you 


to find a heart. And because of the story yoJ11 never come back 
here. 
YoJ1l never come back. 
What happens at such a time? when a truth is recognized which could 
never have been spoken of before this instant?i -The sounds of life 
swim in, amplified , the rain outside, the creaks of their chairs, 
the old porch shifting in the gusts of win 5,  p 4 -sr) 
cc,4, ,, k g¢ iOh Skipper she was cryir)g,4I heard other stories 
from you and they-I, Stopo He put up his hand like a traffic cop 
and it looked even more pale and swollen in the dim glow from the 
brass lamp. AToo weak for you, Maureeni You!tre my fighter and I 
dost want to hear you give up. igve done all gve coylds she sobbed. 

ItIti 

s finished me, Skipper. 

You haveo She daubed at her cheeks with the cape.ilfs an Irish 
story, thus one in our bones. In the cold bones of 
the world. iAnd how !)much is parody? YoJre picking up tie bullshit 


brogue 
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already. 
it I can make fun of most things but not this one. Theres a salt 
stamp down in it, a sting like the seals lash. 


iThis is not the way you talk. 


itfs talking through me. 
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iI used to be able to tel2, how much you were making fun. 
Whatever... gve got to go soon. I dost want the kids to be eating 
TV dinners. Ifs the one resolve Fve been able to hold to. 

He pointed a thick finger to the windows where rain was washing, 
bubbles in the breaks 9ethe putty like tears. aIt was the dark 
chill 04 a washing-down day like this whegso 

Her white hand shot sae from os Cape. aI car4stand this bard. 
aWhat you're witnessing is a melting. Since everything melts in me 
courtesy of my lingering disease.,why then this story has melted 


too and I!m it. iYou got ten minutes. iWorld versus art.itiFive. 


E TIiEnough. Wwll then this Irish farmer goes out to fish in some 
freezing green and alippery seaweed place somewhere, some some 


black Irish rock in piercing cold gray, and he discovers a mermaid, 
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You laugh? 

She pushed her red hair back to stretch her forehead. 4oh sometimes 
a woman getsete hammered out so by life that this kind of, I dost 
know, female of the fancy, of whimsey, cheers one a bit. 
Something like that. 


She sat very still at the edge of the weak lamplight; he went on 


withhis story, the c able almost dancing as he gripped it, the 


jacket; 


withits nuML9rous patches, shaking. 
iShe has placed her beautiful caped beside her while she combs her 


hair, 


the cape woven of seaweek and flowers and studded with shells and 


coral and 


irridescent fish scales. 
xr_JPC Vq,neiFor whic his sta poor substitute. 
iWell he watched her on that black rock, this famer, but he 


especially 


watched that cape for he knew its magic, of course, that she'd have 


to 
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come and do his bidding if he got it.. So when she fanned out her 
tresses and turned to get the most of the breeze he seized it, and 
commanded that she go back to the farm with him.iDid he carry her 
or did she sort of flop down the byways?ifle commanded her to 
become an ordinary woman of coursom&But with a hell of a past. 
Ilfhe magic in he cape made this easy enough. So she got her two 
legs and trouble in between. Hardly a magic 
result.If you wish. The lamplight seemed brighter suddenly, the 
panes thick with black rain. New drops pocked in with , audible 
snaps.ilfs your story she sighed.Half. Well she became the 
farmer's wife and worked and worked of course 
and had child after child. Good Catholics on The grimmest of spits 
of lands. 

aAnd her always trying to get that cape back. You know her 
well, Maureen. What choice do we have? A man steals your very 
nature away. | 
Anything in your power to get it back.He hid it every day before he 
went out to the fields and she spent what time she could searching. 


But one dank and cold sea-wind morning he got careless, one of the 
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children, a girl, seeing him bury it under the thatch of the 
cottage, reporting it to her mother, the oddity of what she had 
seen her father do. And with him still heading to the fields, 
<parr to her leaving soon>the knuckles still blue and freezing on 
his red and purple and freckled Irish hands, she climbed up there. 
V.M owniGet itwMaureen I ; ob A irfto Sauyeane. AaFix 
the sonofabitchlifaShe is soon enough sliding into the gray-green 
sea, that cape blowing gorgeously behind her. So so 

gorgeously 
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And now she shows him her full white face as she leans forward, 
tears che icy linoleum. 4And the children? Back with that thick 
brute? 

His voice became spooky and grating. aThey endured. The way we all 
do. ,But they had to stay out of the sea since she'd drown them of 
course.iiIn her love? In her anger? bkftl 

?Qmrmil= ~ To kill them to have them to love them, 

to entirely posses them. To hurt him. To hurt him whatever the 
cost. Oh how all the ideas spin and spin in my head! You must get 


loose of that. You must get loose of everything.to 
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She rose at his falsetto voice, her chair clattering away. 


He stared at her leaving, and her last space,wet gusts flapping his 


e 


clothes, 


until a draft finally blew the door shut. 
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Note: If we lead off w/ this c, then Red sd say somethnag 


at our last look at him which hooks back. 
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AA . 
surreal images off the bat and throughout 


get Through.,one of those horizontal spring days full of waves of 


= : ’ 


